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To ber Grace tbe Dutcheſs of Richmond, 
MADAM, _ | let 


| H E Reputation that this Play received on the Stage, fome 
few Errors excepted, was more than I could well hope 

©. from ſo Cenforious an Age, from whom I ask but ſo much 
neceſſary Praiſe as will ſerve, once or twice'a Year at 


molt, to gain cheir good Company, and juſt keep me alive. 


There is not now that Mankind that was then, 
. When as the Sun and Man did ſeem ts ſtrive 

( Foynt-Temants of the Warld ) who ſhould ſurvive : 
When if a flow-pac'd Star had ſtoln away, 

From the Obſerver's marking,*be might ſtay 

Two or three bundred Tears to ſee't agen, _. 

Hnd then make up bis Obſervation plain. Dr. Donn. 


For, *tis impoſlible in qur limited Time (and I bring his Opinion to 
back my Own, who is without compariſon the beſt Writer of the Age) 
to preſent our Judges a Poem-half fo perfet as we cou'd make it. I 
muſt acknowledge, Madam, with all humility, I ought to have caken 
more time and more pains in this Tragedy, becauſe it is dedicated to 
'Your Grace, who being the beſt Judge, (and therefore cat when You 
pleaſe make us tremble.) yet with exceeding Mercy have pardon'd 
the defects of Theodefiae, and given it Your entire Approbation. My 
Genius, Madam, was Your Favourite when the Poet was unknown, and 
openly receiy'd Your Smiles before I had the Honour to pay Your 
race the ſubmiſſive Gratitu .@ for ſo illuſtrious and advancage- 
ol a Proc M. Jo nd-bp bay know hee You do pos honk 
t You iouſly Good, even extremelſt Heights 
to Uiſtern the . t Creatures, and give them all. the Noblet Intlu- 
ence You hs Tenge Her Royal Highnels juſt at the exigent 
res, whoſe. ſingle 1 ce, onthe Poet's. Y: s @ Subſiſtence for 
him all the Year after. Ah, Madew, if all the ſhortliv'd Happinels 
chat miſerable Poets can enj nſiſt in Com i ly 3 nay,if 
| the moſt part are content with Pop'lar Breathgand even for that are 
Rp dw hall Lexpehf my ſelf to Ygur Grace, who by a par- 
ricul dnefs, and innate Sweetneſs, meerly. for the. fake of.doing 
well, have thus rais'd me above my ſelf. To have Your Gracg's Fagour, 
is, in a word, co have the Applauſe of the _ DQure, . who are its 
Nodblgſt Ornament, magnificent and eternal Praiſe. Something there 
is in Your Mien ſo much above that we vulgarly call Charming, that 
to me it ſeems Adorable, and- Your Preſence almoſt” Divine, whoſe 
dazling and Majeſtick Form is a proper Manſion for the moſt elevated 
Soul: And let me tell the World, nay, ighing ſpeak it to a Barbarcus 
A 2 


Age 


OO _ » The Epiſtle Dedicatory. 
Age (# cannot help calling it fo, when I think of Rome and Grace ) 
Your exeraotdinary Love tor Herojick Poetty 'is nor the. leaſt "Argu- 
ment to ſhew the Greatneſs of Your Mind, and fulneſs of PerfeRion. 
To hear You ſpeak with that infinite Sweetneſs and Chearfulneſs of 
Spiris that is natural to Your Grace, is methinks to hear our Tucelas 
Angels; *Tis to bemoag the preſent malicious Times, and remember 
. the Golden..Age : But to behold you too, is to make Prophers quire 
forget their Heaven, and bind che Poets with eternal Rapture. -= 

Here piire and eloquent Blood 
Spoke in ber Chak and (0 diſtintly wrought, 
That one might almoſt ſay, ber Body thought. 
Tu for whoſe Body God made better Clay, 
Or tock Souls Stuff, ſuch as ſhall late yl 

7. 


Or ſuch as need /mall change at the laſt Dr. Donn. 


draw. It has often obſerved Tome ry That I abound in un- 
govern'd Fancy 3 but 'T hope the World will pardon, the Sallies of 


If, cto morcitie'ar mela Hours, But haw then, Madam, in this 
unſuirable'cogdigon;howfhall 1 anfiver the infinjze Honogrs and Ob- 
ligation#Y6 has faigppon me? Your Or3ce, who is the,nioſt 
beaurcifal: Fpve'a Glory; *who, to that, Divit policioh, 
have the nobteſÞ ind beft-nartir'd Wit ir the d,' "AI I can_pro- 


miſe, Madamm,/antl be able to'perform,'is, That Your, Grace ſhall ne- 
ver ſee a Ply of that ſhall pre offence to Mokelty and Vertcue ; 
and what'T humb fer eo the World, ſhall b uſe at, leaſt, and I 
hope deſerve imitation ;'which is; of bughr co be, I am fire, the De- 
bign of. all Wagedier and Comedics both Ancient and Moderh. 'I fhould 
&ro promiſe my ſlf'too ſome Snegels in tl ings of 'this nature, 
if Your Grace (in whom the Charms of Beauty,” Wir, and Goodneſs 
ſeem reconcil'd ) at a leiſure Hour would condeſcend ro corre with 
Yoyr excellent Judgment, the Errors of, | es 
- MAD AM, v- ; ft 
|...) «1, Jour Graces bumble, | 7 Wk 

"© x þ moſt obedient, and devoted Servant, 
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ACT.L COENE 
Hofer the Ow 50a. le 
A ately Temple, which r s K 28 lus «rs firff 
, Ae ena "Being ins Rome EE Conttzada 
= e. The ſide Sernits flier abe'" Tortures,' with which the 
Roman Tyrant: perſecuted thi©hireb ; anil the flar Scene, which is » 
. the limit of the proſpetF, diſcovers an' Altar richly adors d, before it 
Conſtantine, Jagged | kneels; wth. Commander: about his, " ganing 
{id with many * 


at a bloody Croſs av the ; Air, owhich\u 
Angels, offers it ſelf fo wich, wind; dards. diffan by written, » 
( In-hoc fgno- viaces ! ): indrcrT pear) Arit At 
tendants : The Miniſters at _Druine Service,” walk bufily. up and 
down, till Atticus, the Chief. of all the. Preefts, and Succeſſor of 
Sr. Chryſoſtom , in rich, Roher;rcames: forward with the. Philo-i 
fopher Leontine + The —_— 45 ranks vinning! lf the way bes - 
fore bim. $479 d1 10 Bgu 200 
of ov”! 5 | 


A Charus heard ar diſtance; 


nya pert! ce Bckgin, | | | 


drenterrims ©: 


The Temple with: new:Gloryi ſhines,” 1 14 
pe yu; 2aſb the $ branes;: - J0%-b 
And purge the place from Sim; «: | Fo -iÞ 


mu 0, Leontine ! was ever Morn likeithis, \ - 01”) 

Since the Celeſtial Inchrodtiontlaientd.? 269 lis 
I chink no Day. ſince that, ſuch-Glory, gave: /' Bt 
To Chriſtian Altars, as this ——— MOTH 


I 


| Lim. 


Y» THEODOSIUS; Or, 


Leomt. Great Succeſſor of holy Chryſofom, * 
Who-now — 
Next in degree” to thoſe = 


Þright-Sonsof- 
Who never fell, nor ſtain'd their Orient Beams : 
What ſhall L anſwer 2 How ſhall I approach yau 


_ Sincemy Conv rt { breach d? 
: Attie. "ro ke this gon \ nid 
Leaves all the Pleafaren, chat = Earth can yield, 


That Nature can beſtow, coriAm invanty 
In his Life's ſpring, and on of gawdy years, 


To Ad oy the x ot, of yſter, 
Con ro uF Walks, 
— and Exarci 


Yom his at £ Den muſt awake him, 
Merkinks 'O Leontine ! is ſomething more, - 
Than yet-Phileſophy, could ever reach. 
. Leent. True, Attic.; you have amaz'd my "I 
Attic. Yet more, to our Religions laſting honour, 


Marina and _—_ ewo Aarek rms Net ar] 


[pap born,..caft | 
'That. er or, OR orm'd —_ Woman J 
Luſtre; 


The Mirrors of G— 
And Innocence miglit ©o | 
To Day with Theodofivr Teave the-World, | 
- Lee... Methinks at ſuch- 4 glorious = =o 
- The Angelick-OQrders lrnadd 64 000d 
In all the Paint and of Hearn; 
. Wich-charining' Voices; and. with lull Strings, 
| To gire full grace.to-fuch Trinmphant*Zeal. 
- Aitic. No, Leontas; | fear there 8 a fault : 
For when I laſt confelt thtEm 
- Whether difpolh canticnt \melancho y blood. | 
. From reſtleſs. Pa not this Divorce ? 
He only anſwerd me wl ſighs and bluſhes ; 
"Tis ſure, his Soul-s of the-tendereft; make : 
. Therefore, 'T'l cax him ftriftly 3 but my Friend, | 
Why ſhould I give his Character: to you," 
Who when his Father. ſentbim- i HIto 
Were by chat mighty. Monatchvrhent appointed, 
To breed him with ry prnges the Prince Varanes. 
Leont. And what will raiſe your. Admiration, is, 
That ewo ſuch different Tempers ſhould agree: 
You know that Theodofers is compos'd MA 
Of all the foltneſs. thac: ſhould' tnake. a Woman, '''” 
Judgment almoſt like Fear fore-runs his ARions; - 
And be will us an Injury fo long, 


'Te Force of | TON - 


As if he had rather pardon than reven 
But the young Perſcas' Prince quite: ic 
So Fiery fierce, that. thoſe / view bir "nearly 
- May ſee his wohey Soul ſtill mounting in his Face 3 : 
Yet did I ſtudy theſe fo different®Tempers, 
Till I at laſt had form'd a pertet Union, x 
As if two Souls did but inform one prfroay © 
A friendſhip that may chalten orld, 
And at the proof be match] 
* - Attic. Tlong to read 
This Gallant'Prince, who, as you have inform'd me, 
Comes from his Father's Court to ſee our Emperour.. 
Leon. So he intended till he came to Arben: ; 
And at my homely board beheld my 
Where, as Fate ordered, ſhe who Fx w 
The Glories of a Cotirt, bread up to Books 
In Cloſes like a. Sybil. She, I ſay, 
Long ſince from Per/ſis bronght by me to A4rbens! 
Unskill'd in Chartns, by. ſe which' oenrs uu" hers 
Lapot:y fornl't ih he ; In ſhort, 'he forc' me- 
o wait him thither,. w Nonklitions, 
That Moment ther, 4h Te peo ſight 
Of Athenas, gave him cs Death. 


Emer Varages and Athenak.. 


But ſee my Daughter honoured' velch his preſence. . 
Vara. *Tis ſtrange ! O' Athenay ! wondrous, all 
Wondrous the Shrines, and wonderful the Altars?” 
The Martyrs, though but drawn in painted Flames, . 

Amaze me with the Ima Af thei their fu taht 


Hermics thae liv'd woo go; nd fa Anygebs, . 
Oroſmades, it is wondrous all; 
at bloody Croſs, in yonder Azure Sky, , 
Above the Head of ineting Confentes Confloeins 3, 


Fat a 
—_ + Syrah the, ike ene * *.- im 


Hy ng by Hegav' 

g to. O Prince! pi Ra Bhs you, 
A fancy rais'd from Figures in Walks, 
hw would the ue Lies: ryan? 
nſpire yaur. Breaſt, purge all your away, 
And Ardvs Bays Abe bo rom your Soul, - P 
To make a, Virgin. room, . whom 'yet the mould 
Of yuor rude Fancy cannot comprehend. 


3 


Vara. 


Q 


ET THEODOSIUS: Or, 
Vara, What lays. yd ET, Dory Athenais from me: . 


Start me not into, Fr 

Ar- all Religion, and; Hfl Gu Len Ts 7 lp 
And whar is ſhe alas). auld "Jupplant ao No 
Vere the the Miſtrifs of <« Nee, as fair- 


As Winter Stars, or Summer Mk Suns, 

And thou ſet by it Na 56 elt Dic6, 

With that chalk, wpdelt ; look, whe hen. ficſt Tfaw thee? © *. ** 
The Heireſs of a poor Phi $616; Rn 70 to flouriſh. 
I iwear by all I wiſh, by all- The | 

Glory and thes, 1 would t loſe a chought, . 


Nor calt an Eys that Nr t ruſh co thee,  . 
To theſe wt. 196.970 & niy4ſelf for ever. , - 
- Athenas. Fax OT 


, of v, 
ed vt &-"hs 446) $3058 


Vara. O cruc goes. "Oe 
Why Joſt chou put we off, who pints” to death? © © 
And thruſt me from thee when Lf Nd » | P thee ? 
-Can there be. oughe in this? Carſethen Y Hitt Tahts #, 
Thy glorious Tides and-ill- hi rea zu > 4 A. he 
Since. Arbendu Jcorns 1 Tok. | Fo 
Your il-cim'd | 15, he 3 OR b: g 4 
And change me- to. forme: (5 'v; lager,” WT HOES 
If fo at lealt for toils at Pf Noon, CR 
-In mowing Meadows, or in reapifig Ficids, | | 
At night ſhe will Ds pn me with a pie, 

Or reachthe botin nag bc et ua be ſi 
then. When Princes ſpeak, their ſubjeds,ſhou lent, 
Yer with pon ſp ng ” , 
Wherein appears my ſcorn, or Hers; averſion ? a; IP 
Have I nct tor your ſake . abandon'd: home, NE Tn 


Where I bad vow/d ta {j NC on at 8 Eta , 1 
c MN &'xS'nons) ill? 


But you perkaps , 
«17 ent 61 
0 TOO ,<* JON 'Y 


oi Sam. T int; 'f 


«Ke 1<130 ai mo "IT 


I 
Vs Hem 

ide + NCR 

thr Lats = ba A 


Jrkef."lx 5 ge | 


Eſpecially the 
Yer I muſt cell 


Thoſe Frowns : I N 
_—_—— = 
ith ſuch cem 
Can ſtera Neath Sh 
Hark ! che Solemairies are ,no 
And Theodoſius comes : Hil 
It ro his clouded Eyes ſuch 
The Royal 'Youth 'who, | fie 
I fear would forfeit all ;his'V | 
And fix upon thy Wo rld, Wt Wor ior 


"ha 


The Farce of Love. 


Enter Theodoſius leading Marina and Flavilla (all three 
dreft in white) follewed by Palcheria, + 


Thee. Farewel, Pulcheris !' and I pray, no more : 
For all thy kind Complaints are los ajon me. 
Have I not ſworn the World and I mult part ? 
Fate has proclaim'd it, therefore weep:no more, 
Wound not the tendereſt part: of Theodoſiax, 
My yielding Soul, that would expire in Calems ! 
Wound me net with thy Tears, and I will cell thee, 
Yet er I take my laſt farewell for ever, | 
The cauſe of all my ſufferings:  O, my [Siſter !- 
A bleeding Heart, the ſtings of pointed Love, 
What Conſtitution foft.as mine car bear ? 

Pulch. My Lord, my Emp'rour, my deareſt Brother, 
Why all this while did you conceal it from me? 

Theo. Becauſe I was aſham'd to.own my Weaknef, 
I knew thy ſharper Wit,” and triter Wiſdom 
Would dart Reproofs, which I could not endure. 
Draw near, O Attics, and mark me well, 
For never did yet my complaining Spiric 
Unlaid this weighty Secret 7, Save 
Nor groan a yl of her Oppreſtion. . 

Attic. Concealment was a fault; 'but ſpeak at large, 
Make bare the Wound, and I will pour in Balm. 

Theo. 'Tis folly all; and ——— O, remembrance ! 
Why doſt thou open thus my Wound again, 
And from my Heart call down thoſe warmer drops 
That make me die with ſhame ? Hear then, Pelcheria ! 
Some few preceding days before I left Flt 
The. Per/ian Court, ing one morning early, 
I loſt my ſelf and all the £ 
Still wandring on as Fortune dire& me, 
I paſt a Rivulet, and alighted in 
The ſweeteſt Solitude. I ever ſaw ! - 
When {treight, as if Enchantment had been there, 
Two charming Voices drew. me” cll-1 came, 
Where divers Arbours over-lookt the River. 
Upon the Ofier Bank two Women late, 

o, when their was ended, talkt to one, 

Who, bathing, ſtood far in the” Chryſtal ſtream. 
But, oh, what thought can paint that fair Pertection, 
Oc give a glimpſe of ſuch a naked Glory !, 
Not Sea-born Ven, in the Courts beneath, | 
When the green Nymphs firſt _ her Coral Lips, 


6  THEOQDOSHS: 07, 
All poliſht, fair, and waſht with Orient Beauty, 
Could in my dazling\Fancy match - her brightutels. +1 \ 
Attic. "Think where you are? 
Theo. O'! Sir, you mult forgive me, 
The chaſte Enthaffaſtick Form appears, 
As when I ſaw her; yet Iſwear, Pultheria, 
Had cold Diana been a lookec:on,'. 
She muſt have prais'& che Vercues-of the Viogin; 
The Satzrs could not grin, for ſhe'was veiPUc.' >: 
Nothing immodeſt, from ther naked 'Boſfom . 
. Down to her Knees, the Nymph was wrapt in Lawn: 
But oh for me ! for me, that was too much !' -- 
Her Legs, her Arms, her'Hands, her Neck; her Breaſts, 
So nicely ſhap'd, ſo matchleſsin their Luſtce | 
Such all-perfe&tion, that {rook whole drawvghts 
Of killing Love, and ever fince have'languiſhe 
With lingring furfeits of her fatal Beauty ! 
Alas, too fatal fure! Oh zrrwm! jRO! 
Forgive me, for my ſtory now's done, | 
The Nymph was dreſt;, and with} her two. Companions, 
Having deſcry'd me, ſhriekr-and fled away, | | 
Leaving me motionleſs, till-Leonrexe, 
Th Inſtructer of my Youth, by chance:came' in, 
And wak'd me from the: wonder that enctranc'd: me. 
Attic. Behold, my Lord; the Man whom you have aam'd, 
The Harbinger of Prince Harames here.” ... io 
Theod. O Leontine / ter thoufand/Welcomies meet thee ! 
Thou Foſter-Father of ny tender Youth, | 
Who rear'd the Plant, —_ prun'd ie-with fuch Care 
How ſhall I look upon Thee,! who: an fallen 
From all che Principles of .manlier xeafan, 2”. 
Dy thee infus'd, to more:than'Woman's. weakneſs? ' 
ow by the Majeſty Divine, thariaws -. : [[: 
This ſacred place, 1 fwear-yau muſt not Kneel :- 
And tell me, for I have a thouſand things 181.4 E- 
To. ask thee 3 Where, where is my GoGclike:Fraend 2,-- 
ts he arriv'd, and ſhall 'I fee his Face... | 
Before I n cloiſter'd _ the Workd for ever 2 
Leont. He comes, my Lord; with all the expeQing Joys : 
Of a young promis'd Lover, from his Hos $97 
Big Hopes look forth, and boiling Fancy forms 
Nothing but Theodofime ftill before him ; 
His thought, his every word;/is Theodoſrae. 
Thee. Yet Leontine, yet an{wer me once more: 
With tremblings I demand' thee. t 
Say — haſt chou ſeen ? Oh, has that Heav'aly form 


b 


Appear'd 


The Force of Love. © 


* Appear'd to thee again ?*Behold he's dumb; 
Proceed then to the Solemn Jaſt farewell ; 
Never was Man fo willing, and prepar'd. 


Enter-V aranes, Aranthes, Attendants. 


Vara. Where is my Friend ! ob where is my belov'd, 
- My Theodofims ! point him out ye Gods, | 
That I may preſs him dead betwixe my Arms ; 
Devour him thus with: over-haſty Joys, 

That Janguiſh athis Breaſt, quite out of breath, - 
And cannor utter more. 

Theo. "Thou mightieſt Pleaſure ! : 
And greateſt Biolling, tbac kind Heav'n could fend, 
To glad my parting Soul, a thouſand Welcomes! 

O, when I look on thee, new ſtarts of Glory 
Spring in my Breaft,' and with a backward bound 
I run the Race of. lufty Youth again. ns. v5 

Vara. By Heav'n it joys me tooy when T remember 
Our thouſand Paſtimes, when we borrow'd Names ; 
Alcides, T, and Thou, ny deareſt Theſers, 

When through: the Woods, we chas'd' the foaming Boar, 
With Hounds that open'd like-Th//alian Bulls, 

Like Tygers flu'd, and ſanded asthe ſhoar, 

With Ears, and Chelts,: that daſhe the marning Dew : 
Driv'n with the: Sport, as:Ships are toſt in Storms, 

We ran like Winds, :and matchleſs was our Courſe ; 
Now ſweeping o'er the, dimie of a Hill ! - | 
Now with a full Career come thundring down 

The Precipice ! and ſweat along the Vale. þ. 

Theo. O glorious, erne!-and when the gathering Clouds 
Have call'd us home, fay, Did we reſt, my Brother? 
When on the Stage, to the admiring Court, - 

We ſtrovg to repreſent Alcider Pary, ly | 
In all that raging Heat,»and pomp of Madneſs, 
Wich which the tarly Seneze adorn'd him: 

$0 lively dawn; and-painted 'with ſuch horror, 
That we were forc'd to gon ofer'; fo'loud 

The Virgins ſhrick'd, ſa falt they did away. " 

Vara. My Theedefisd frwll 5%ds-my"lov'd Brother 3: © 

And by the Gods wellffcexhoſe times agen! 10 
Why then has Rumour avrong'd thee; that reported © 
Chriſtian Enthuſiaſm had*charm'd' thee from us, 
That drawn by:Blelts and: work'd by Melancholy; | 
Thou hadit laid the golden Reins of Empire down,” - © {© 
And ſworn thy/1etfaxtdtary for ever ? | 

Theo. *Tis almoſt truez/ahd: had not you arriv'd, 

| B 2 


8 THEODOSIUS? 0; : 
The folemn buſineſs had by this been ended. 
This I have made the Empreſs of the Eaſt, 
My elder Siſter : Theſe with me retire, 
Devoted to the Pow'r, whom we adore. 
Vara. What Pow'r is that that merits ſuch Oblations? 
I thoughe the Sun more great and glorious, 
Than any that e'er mingled with the Gods ; - 
Yet even to him my Father never offer'd 4 
More than a' Hecatomb of Bulls and Horſes : 
Now by thoſe golden Beams, that glad the World, 
"I ſwearic is too much : For one of theſs, 
But half fo bright, our God would drive no more, 
* He'd leave the darken'd Globe, and in ſore Cave. ' 
Injoy ſuch Charms for ever. 4-44 
Attic. My Lord, forbear ! / | 
Such Language does not ſuit with our-Devotion = | 
Nothing prophane muſt dare to murmur here. + 
Nor ſtain the hallow'd Beauties of the place. 
Yet thus far we muſt yield ; the .Emperour 
Is not enough prepar'd ts leave the World. _ 
Vara. Fhus low, moſt Reverend. of this facred place, 
L kneel for Pardon, and am half eonverted, 
By your permiflion that my The 
Return co my Embraces. O my Brother.! 
Why doſt thou droop, there will be time enough: 
For Prayer and Faſting, and Religious Vows;. 
Let us ehjoy, while yet thou art my own, 
All the Magnificence of Eaſtern Courts; ' - 4 
I hate to walk a lazy life away: 
Let's run the. Race which Fatc: has-ſet before us, 
And poſt to the dark Gaol. - 5:0] 
Theo, Cruel Deſtiny ! 


Why am-not I thus too ? O my Varapes'ts 11. L 


Why are theſe caſtly Diſhes ſer before me ? 

Why do theſe ſounds of Pleaſure ſtrike my Ears ?: 
Why are theſe Joys brought to my fick remembrance + 
Who have no'apperite 3 but am to fenſe; | 

From. Head to Foot, all a dead Palſie: o'et ?-- .! 

Vara. Fear not, my Friend, all ſhallbe welbagain, ' 
For I have thouſand ways, and-thouſand ftbries 
To raiſe thee up to Pleaſure, we'll unlock; 

Our faſteſt Secrets, ſhed vpon- each othet 7 
Our tendereſft- Cares, and quite unbarr:thoke Doors, 
Which ſhall be ſhut to all Mankind befide. 

Attic, {Silence and Reverence are the Teiple's dues :- 

Therefore, while we purſue the Sacred:Rices,: - 


_—_ 
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Be theſe obſerv'd, or quit the awful ch, 
Imperial Siſters, now twin-ſtars'of Vn, | 
Anſwer the Succeſſor of Chryſofom ; 
Without leaft Reſervation anſwer nie); Sc ped 
By thoſe harmonious Rules 'I —_ ye learn. 


Attiens Sings: 


Attic. Conſt thou, Marina, leave. 1 World, 
The World that Devotions 
Where Crowns are toſt, and Soggund —"E> 
Where Luſt and proud Ambition Reign ? 


2 Prieſt. Cay you your coſt Robes forbear,.. | 
To live with us in poor Attire ? 
Con you from Courts to Celts repair, 
Ts fing at midnight in our Quire 7 


Prieſt. Can you forget your golden Beds, 
R Where you ſteey beyond the morn, 
On Mat: to your Royal Heads, 
And have your beauteowg Treſſes ſhorn? ? 


Attic. Can _- reſolve to. faſt all Day, 
And weep and | a to be forgio/n? 
Can ou in bro Sumbers Pray, | 
And by afflition merit Heav'n i 


Chor. Say, Votaries, can tht be done, 
White we the Grace Divine i t, 
The World bas lift, the BatteF's won ; 
And fin ſhall never charms je. more ? 


Marina The ate to Bliſs does open fond; 

Sings. And all my Penance is m view ; 
The World upon the other hand 
Crys one, O do net bid-diew* 


Nt, Sacred Sirs, mm theſe: extreams,. 

Where 6nd. Pride _ tell; 

Where and. Beditty are Themes, 

And lead their mauing Cauſs ſo well. 

4 oug bt that's ain. my thoughts rolls 
any Paſſions govern | 


But what. Divinity, may 
O rap I never nes theres, 
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Flavilla What ! what can. Fant, © Gly, > ” n |; ; 
Sings, Or what can humane gan ales 
That Mind that has a Fool < Ws. 1 
How can it be by Earth betray” "ll ' 


No Munarch full of Youth and flew, 

The Toy ef Eyes, and Nytures Pride, 

Should once my jb rom Heaven Reclainy . A 
Though now he'woo Yor'bis Bride. _n S121 


Haſte then, Oh haſte id _ take ws ing - 
Fer ever lock *'s. Door, *» 
Secure us from the Charms of ſin, 
And let its ſee the World wo move. OKOTSE Noir 


Attic. Hark ! bark ! bebold the es JIN 
"Sings. They tleave the Air in bright Attire, 
| And ſee bis Lute each Angel brings, 
nd bark Divinely hb Sangs / ſavy 
To the Pow Irs Dicine;' en, 
By Men npon Earth,'and Lngels in | 


Scene ſbuts, and all the Priefts with Marina, and Flav. diſappear. 


Pulch. For ever gone |. for ever parted from me! 
© Theodore, till this cruel moment | 
I never knew how renderly Tloy'd'em 3 
But on this everlaſting ſepatation, * 

Methinks my $oul has Jett me, and my. Time, 
Of diffolution points me to the Grave, 

Theo. -O my Varanes, does not new thy temper 
Bate ſomething of its fire? alt chou nor. melt ; 
In meer Compaſſion of my Silter's Fate, 

And cool thy 1elt with one relating thaught'? T ani 

Vara, Yes, my*dar'd Soul rayls.inward,; welanclaly,.. 

Which I ne'er felt before, now gamnes\upon mez 

And 1 begin to loath all humane greatneſs. .\ © , uw; 
'Oh! ſigh nor then, nor thy hard Fate deplore ! E: 

For, *tis refolv'd, we will beKings-no mocer;? winks 1 
We'll fly all Courts, atnd Lovg fhall be ourguides3t 5 
Love that's more wantswlian albwbeWorkbbohde: $20! 
Princes are barr'd the liberey *te:Rgoamps -»1\q bud. 
The terrer'd mind ſtill languiſhes at home 3 

In golden Bands ſhe ereads chetthoughtilround,  - \ 
Buiineſs and Cares cmaly ane: a) Wh I 

** And when for Air the woulFuftbind, 

'«©She's clogg'd with Scepters, ardt6 Ctowis confin'd. F —_ 
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ACTI. SCENE | Of 


Entty Plcheria, Julra, Attendents. 


Pulch, Ti Packets fav the. Emperoac Hinir ine, 
Be ſwift, levthe Agentihaſte to Roms ——-, 

I hear, my Fulig;' that ogur General | | 
Is from the Goths, return'd-with Gonqueſt homes. 

Ful. He is; to day ſaw him\inthe/Preſence,. 
Sharp to the Courtiers, as. he-ever-wast 7 1 
Becauſe they went nat withchim:to:the:Wars. 
To you he bows and. ſues torkifle) your Hand. 

Pulch. He ſhall, my deareſt Fla; oft I have told chee - 
The- ſecret of my Soub; If e'er © marry, 
Marcian's my Husband, he is'z Man, my Fades, \ 
Whom I have ſtudy'd long, and-found-him perfe& : 
Old Rome at every glance laoksithrough: his Eyes, 
And kindles the beholders : Some ſrarp Atomes 
Run through his Frame, which I'could with were out. * 
He ſickens at the fattnefs.of 'the Emperour, 


. And ſpeaks too freely of our Female Court; | 
| Then fi ighs, comparing ie-with- what Rome Was. 


Enter Marian, exd [,pcius. 


- Pulch. Ha! Who are theſe that dare prophane this place, -, 
With more than barb'rous Inſolence ? 

Marc. At your Feat, - 
Behold I caſt the ſcourge of theſe Offenders, 
And kneel to kiſs your Hand. 

Pulcb.' Put up your Sword, 
And &erl bid you' welcome from the Wars, 
Be ſure you clear your Honoar of this rudeneſs; . 
Or, Marcian, lkave the Court. __ 

Marc. Thus then, Madam ; 
The Emperour receiv d-me' with affeion, 
Embrac'd me foe-my Conqueits, and! terir'd ; 
When on a ſudden: all the gilded Flies - 
That buz abour the Court'came flutt*ring round me 2 
This with affeRted Cringes, -and minc'd Words, 
Begs me to cell my Tale of Victories; 
Which done, he thanks'me, Hips behind his fellow, 
Whiſpers him in the Ear, then finites and liſtens, 
Whils I relate my Story-once again : 
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& Giod cm in, nd os Bs ns fayour : 

ereon they while ti p— 
Go on 3 butone hehind, mage Jmpugent, NW 
Strikes on my Shoulder ; then they laught oueright, 
Bur then T guefling the abuſe too late, ' 
Return'd my Knight. behind 'a!bex of th*Ear. 4; 
Then drew, and briefly told *em they were Raſcals. 
They, laughing fill; cey/d out the General's muſty, 
Whereon I-drove*%etn, Madam, as youſaw: i; | 
This is in ſhore the Truth, I leavethe Judgment, 
To your own Juſtice';" if F have done ill, - --- 
Sentence me, and. Pil leave the Court for ever. 3 

Palch. Firſt you are welcome; Mearcian, from the Wars; 

And Riill when &er ocogafion:catls for Arms; : + - 
Heavn fend th* Emperour a General! | 
Renown'd as Marcisn ; 'as to what is paſt, 
I think the World will rather Praiſe thancenſure 
Pulcheria, when ſhe pardons/yaul the action. 


Marc. Gods! Gods! and thou'great Founder of old Rome ! 


What is become of all that mighty Spiie, 

That rais'd our Empire to a'pitch/fo high ? 

Where $ it pent? | Ry ty Power 

Could thus confine it; that but' fomefew Atoms 

Now run through all the Eaſt;and Occident ? 
Pulch. Speak calmly, Marcian—r—— 
Marc. Who can be temperate, | 

That thinks as I do, Madam ? Why here's a fellow, 

I have ſeen him tight againſt a Troop of Vandal: 

In your defence, as if he lov'dto bleed : * 

Come to my arms, my Dear |! Thou canſt not talk, 

But haſt a Soul above the proudeſt of-*em. 

O, Madam, when he has been all over Blood, 

And hackt with Wounds that ſeem'd to. mouth his praiſes, 

I have ſeen him ſmile ſtill as he puſh Death from him, 

And with his a&tions rally. diſtant Fate. - - . 
Pulch. He has a noble Form. © 
Mare. Yet ev'n this Man, 

That fought fo bravely in his Country's Cauſe, 

This excellent Man this Morning in the Preſence, 

Did I ſee wrong'd before the Emperour, 

Scorn'd and deſpis'd becauſe he could not cringe, 

Nor plant his Feet as ſome of them could do. 

One ſaid his Cloathes were not well made, and damn'd 

His Taylor - Another ſaid, helook'd 

As if he had not loſt his Maiden head. 

If chings are ſuffer'd to be thus, down all 
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Authority, Preeminence, Degree and Vertue. 
Let Rome be never mention'd, no, in the Name 
Of all the Gods, be ſhe forgotten ever. 
Effeminate Perſians, and the Lydian ſoftneſs, 
Make all your Fights, Marcie» ſhall out no more ; 
For by my Arms it makes a Woman of me; 
And my ſwoln Eyes run o'er to think this worth, 
This fuller Honour than the whole Court holds, 
Should be ridiculous to Knaves and Fools 3 
Should ſtarve for want of . what is neceſſary 
To Life's Convenience. When luxurious Bawds 
Are ſo o'er grown with Fat, and cram'd with Riot, 
That they can hardly walk without an Engine. 
Pulch. Why did you not inform the Emperour ? © 
Marc. Becauſe:he will not hear me: Alas, good Man! 
He flies from this bad World; and ſtill when Wars 
And Dangers come, he runs to his Devotions, 
To your new thing, I know riot what you call it, 
Which Cenſftantine began. 
Pulch. How, Marcian !. are not you' of that 
Religion which the Emperour owns 7 n 
Marc. No, Madam, it you'll ſee my naked thought, 
I am not of their Principle, that take 
A wrong ; fo far from bearing wich a Foe, : 
I would flrike firſt, like old Rome ; I wou'd forth, 
Elbow the neighbouring Nations round about, 
Invade, enlarge my Empire to the bounds 
Of the too narrow Univerſe. Yes, I own 
' That I deſpiſ>-your holy Innovations. 
I am for the Roman Gods, for Funeral Piles, . 
For mounting Eagles, and -the fancied greatneſs 
Of our Fore-Fathers. - Methinks my heated fpirir 
Cou'd utterthings worth lofing of my Head. 
Pulch. Speak freely, Marcian, for I know thee honeſt. 
Marc. O, Madam! long, long, may the Emperour live; 
Bur, I muſt ſay, his gentle diſpoſition 
-Suits not, alas, the Oriental ſway : 
Bid him but look on Pharamind ; O Gods! 
Awake him with-the Image of that Spirit, 
Which, like a Pyramid reverſt, is grown 
Ev*n from a point to the moſt dreadful greatneſs ; 
His very Name already ſhakes the World ; 
And ſtill in Perſon heading. his firſt Squadrons, 
Like the firſt Cz/ar o'er the hardy Gauls, 
He ſeems another Thunderbolt of War. 
Pulch. I oft have. blam'd my Brother moſt for this, 
'' G& 
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That to my hand he leaves the State-affairs : 
And how that ſounds, you know-— 
Mar. Forgive me, Madam 3 
I think that all the greatneſs of your Sex, 
Rome's Clelia, and the fam'd Semirams, 
With all th* Amazonian Valour too, 
Mezt in Pulcheria ; yet, I ſay, fargive me: 
If wich reluctance I behold a Woman 
Sit at the Empire's Helm, and ſteer the World. 
Pulch. I ſtand rebuk'd-— 
Marc. Mark but the growing French. 
The moſt auſpicious Omen of their greatneſs, 
That I can guels, is their late Salique Law, 
Bleft by their Prieſts, the Sali, and pronounc'd 
To ſtand for ever ; which excludes all Women 
From the Imperial Crown : But, oh! I ſpeak 
Fhe leaſt of all thoſe infinite grievances, 


"Which make the Subje&ts murmur ; In the Army, 


Tho' I proceeded ſtill like Hannibal, 


And puniſhe ev'ry Adatineer with death z 


Yet, oh! it ſtabb'd me through and chrongh the Soul 

To paſs the Wretches Doom, becauſe I knew 

With*Juſtice they complain'd 3 for hard they fought, 

And with their Blood, earn'd that forbidden Bread, 

Which. ſome at Court, and Great ones, though un-nam'd, 

Caſt to.cheir Hounds, while the poor Soldier's ſtary'd 
Pulch. Your pity to0.jn-mourntul fellowſhip, 

No doubt might footh their murmutrs, 

Mare. Yes, it did, 

Thar I might put *em once again in heart, 

I faid *ewas true, the Emperour was to blame, 

Who dealt too coldly wick his faithful Servants, 

And paid their great Arrears by ſecond hand: 

{ promis'd too, when we return'd to Court, 

Things ſhould be mended——— 

But how! oh Gods! forgive my Blood this Tranſport ! 

To the Eternal ſhame of Female Councils ! 

And to. the blaſt of Theodofims Name, 

Whom never Warlike Chronicle ſhall mention ! 

O ler me ſpeak it with a Rowan Spirit, 

We were receiv'd like undbne Prodigals, 

By curſt ungrateful Stewards, with cold looks ; 

Who yet got all by thoſe poor Wretches ruine. 

Like MatefaQors, at the hands of Juſtice, 

E bluſh, 12almoſt weep wich burſting rage; 

If thus receiw'd, how paid our long Arrears? 


's 


> 
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Why, as intruſted Mifers pay the Righes 
Of . helpleſs Widows, or the Orphans Tears. 
O Soldier, for to thee, to Thee I ſpeak it, 
Bawd's for the drudgery of Citizens Wives, 
Would better pey debilitated Stallions. 
Madam, I have faid perhaps to6d much; if fo, 
It matters not, for he who lies, like me, 
On the hard ground, is fure to fallino further. 

Pulch. I have giverr you patient hearing, honeſt Marciav ! 
And, as far as I can ſee into your temper, 

I ſpeak my ſerious Judgment in cold Blood, 
With ſtricteſt Conſultation on the matter ; | 
I think this ſeeming plain and honeſt, Marcian, 
An exquiſite and moſt notorious Traytor. 

Marc. Ha! Traytor | | 

Pulch. Yes, a moſt notorious Traytor. | 

Marc. Your Grand-Father, whoſe Frown conld awe the World, 
Would not have caIFd me fo— or if he had —— 

Pulch. You would have takenit—- Bur to the buſineſs, 
Was't not enough ! Oh Heaven ! Thou-know'ſt, too much ! 
Ac firſt to owrr yotr ſelf an Infidel,”  / 

A bold Contemner, even to Blafphemy, 

Of chat Religion which we all profefs; 

For which your Heart's beſt Blood can neer ſuffice : 
But you muſt dare, with a feditious Army, 
Thus to confpire againſt the Empgrour 3 

I mention not your Impndence ro me, 
Taxing the folly of my Government, 

Ev'n to my Face: Such an irreverence, 

As ſure no barb'rous Yandel would have urg'd; 
Beſide your libelling all che Court, as if - 

You had engroſt the whole World's honefty : 
And Flatterers, Fovls, Sycophants, Knaves, 
Such was your langnage, did'inhabic here. 

Marc. You wreſt my honeſt meaning, by the Gods 
You'do, and if you thas go on, I feel 
My ſtruggling ſpirit will no longer bear it. 

Pulch, q choughr che meaning of alt rational Men 
Should ſtill be garher'd our of their Diſcourſe 3 
Nor are you fo imprudenc, withour thinking, 

To vent ſuch words, tho? now you tain wonld hide it ; 
Yau- find the guilt and bauk che accufarion : 
But think not you ſhall ſcape fe cafily.! 
Once more I do confront you, as a Fiaytor : 
And as I anveatrufted with falt pow'r, 
Diveſt you, in the Name of 1% 0 
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Of all your Offices, Commiſlions, Honours, 
Command you leave the Court: within three Days, 
Loyal, plain-dealing, honeſt Marciar. 
Marc. Gods! Gods! | | 
Pulch. What now ! ha ! does the Traytor murmur ? 
If in three days! mark me ; 'tis F that doom thee! 
Raſh inconſfiderable Man, a Wretch beneath 
The Torments I cou'd execute upon thee !. 
If after three Days ſpace thou're found in Court, 
Thou diſt! thy head, thy head ſhall pay the. forfeit. 
Farewell : Now Rage | now Rail and Curſe the Court ;. 
Saucily dare to abuſe the beſt of Princes, 
And let thy lawleſs Tongue laſh all ic can ; 
Do, like a mad-man rave! deplore thy Fortune, 
While Pages laugh at thee. Then haſte to the Army, 
Grow popular, and lead the multicude : | 
Preach up thy wrongs, and drive the giddy Beaſt 
To kick at Ceſar. Nay, if thou weep'it,, I am gone, 
O Julia! if I ſtay, I ſhall weep too. ' 
Yee *ris but juſt that I the Heart ſhould ſee 


Of him who once muſt Lord it over me. {| Ex, Pulcheria, &c. 


Luc. Why do you droop, Sir—— Come, no more o'this, 

You are and ſhall be ſtill our General ; 

Say but the Word, Pl fill the Hippodrome 

With Squadrons.that ſhall make the Emp'ror tremble ; 
We'll fire the Court about his Ears. 

Methinks like Funins Brutus T have watcht 

An Opportunity, and now it comes: 

Few words and I are friends; but; noble Marcian,, 

If yet thou art not more than General, 

E'er dead of Night, fay Lucins.is.a Coward. 

Marc. I charge thee, .in the name of all the Gods, 
Come back. I charm thee by.the name of Friend. 
All's well, and I rejoyce I am no General. 

Bur huſh ! within three days we muſt be gone, _ 
And then, my Friend, farewell to Ceremony. 
We'll fly to ſome far diſtant lonely: Village, 
Forget our former ſtate, and breed with ſlaves: 
Sweat in the Eye of day, and when night comes, 
With bodies courſely filld, and vacant Souls, 
Sleep like the laboured Hinds, and never think 3. 
For if I think again, I ſhall go mad. 


Enter Leontine and” Athenais, &c. 


Therefore no thought. But ſee, we are interrupted; 
© Court! O Emperor ! yet let Death Threaten, 
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Pl1l find a time. Till then be ſtill my Soul—— 
No General now ! A Member of thy Country, 
But moſt corrupt, therefore to be cut off, 
Loyal, plain-dealing, honeſt - Marcian ! 
A Slave, a Traytor! O ye Eternal Gods—— [ Exeunt. 

Leon. So, Athenags now our complement, 

To the young Perſian Prince, is-at-an end, 
What then remains but that we take our leave, 
And bid him everlaſtingly Farewell ? 

Athen, Mv Lord: 

Leon. I ſay that decency requires 
We ſhould be gone, nor can you ſtay with Honour. 

Athen. Moſt true, -my Lord, 

Leon. 'The Court is now at peace, 

The Emperour's Siſters are retic'd for ever, 
And he himſelf compos'd ; what hinders then, 
But that we bid adieu to Prince Yaranes ? 

Athen. Ah, Sir, why will you break my heart ? 

Leen. | would not 3 | 
Thou art the only comfort of my. age; 

Like an old Tree, I ſtand among the ſtorms, 

Thou art the only limb that I have left me : [ She Kneels, 
My dear green brinch, and how I prize thee, Child, 
Heaven only knows! why doſt thou kneel and weep? 

Athen. Becauſe you are ſo good, -and will I hope 
Forgive my. fault, who firſt occalien'd it: 

Leon. I charg'd thee to receive and hear the Prince. 

Athen. Youdid, and, Oh, my-Lord ! I heard too much ! 
Too much I fear for my erernal-quiet. 

Leon. Riſe, Atbenas | Credit him who bears 
More years than thou : Yarenes has. deceiv'd thee. 

Athew. How, do we differ then ? You Judge the Prince: 
Impious and baſe; while 1 take Heaven/to witneſs, 

I think him the moſt Vertuous of men: | 
Therefore take heed, my Lord, how you accuſe him, 
Before you make the Tryal: ' Alas, Varanes, 

1f chou art falſe, there's no ſuch thing on-Earth: {.. 

As. ſolid goodneſs, or fubſtancial- Honour: t > * | 
A thouſand"times, My Lord, he has ſworn to give me 
( And I believe his .Oaths. } his.Crown and Empire, 
That day I make him Maſter of my Heart. 

Leon. That day he'll make thee: Miſtreſs of hisipower, -- 
Which carries a fou] narne among; che Vulgar: '; © *- 
No, Athenas | let me fee thes dead;'! 175i io 911 ho ot 2 
Born a pale Corps,; and gently-lajd:in Parth;/i: 111477 1+ 07 244 
So I. may ſay ſhe's chaſte, and dyda Virgin, 1 gh cg 3 bn 
| Rather. 
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Rather than view theerwitje theſe wounded Eyes Ts 
Seated upon the 'Throne of I/diperdes, - & 
The blaſt of Common Tongues, the Nobles ſcorn, 
Thy Father's Curſe ; that is, the Pringe's Whore. 
-. Athen. O horrid ſuppoſition | how-F deteſt it ! 
Be witneſs Heav'n, that fees my ſecret thoughts! 
Have I for this, my Lord, beerw-taughe by you 
The nicelt Juſtice and fevereſt Vercue, 
To fear no Death, to know the end of Life, 
And with a long ſearch diſcern the higheſt good ? 
No, Athenais ! when the Day beholds thee | 
So ſcandalouſly raig'd; Pride caſt thee down, 
The ſcorn of honour, and the People's prey! - 
No, cruel Leontine, not to redeem; - * 
That aged Head fron the: deſcending Axe, 
Not tho' I ſaw thy trembling Body racke, 
Thy -wrinckles abour thee fill'd with Blood, 
Would I for Empire; toi the Man'I love, 
Be-made the Obje& of unlawful Pleaſure. 
Leen. O greatly ſaid ! and by:che Blood which warms me, 
Which runs as rich as any Athens holds, 
It wonld: improve the Vertue of the World, 
If avery Day athouland. Votaries, i _ 
And 'thouſatd Virgins came from far\to hear thee ! 
Athen. Look.dbown ye Pow'rs; take notice we obey- 
The rigid Principles ye- have infus'd ; 
Yet oh my noble Father! co convince'you, 
Since you: wilhhave- it ſa, propofe:a Marriage ; * 
Tho? with the thought Iam covered o'er with bluſhes, 
Not that I doubt the Prince; that were to doube 
The Heay'ns themſdlves. . know he's all truth : 
But modeſty — BI Wt 
The Virgins troubleſome and conſtant gueſt, - 
That, that alone forbids 
Leon... wiſh: to Heavin | 
There prove no greater bar tro my belief : 
Behold the Prince; I will retire awhile, . 
And, when occaſion calls, come to thy aid. ©  FEx. Leon: . 


Ii Emer Varanes; and Aranthes. 


Vara. To:forher on the: Throne, to me, ſeems little; 
Were-I a God, yerrwanldT raife” her higher; 
This 'is the nature of thy Prince: But' oh! - * 
As" to the World chy/jndbmetnfoars above me, . - 
And I am dar'd with this Gigantick: honour; 
zo fl -f- - : Glory 


& 
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Glory forbids her proſpe& to a Crown, p 
Nor muſt ſhe gaze that way ;-my haughty Soul, 
- That day when ſhe aſcendsthe Throne of Cyraw, 
Will leave my Body pale, and to the Stars 
' Retire in bluſhes, loſt, quite loſt for ever. 
' Aran. What do you purpoſe then 2? 
Vars. I know not what, | alk, 
But ſee ſhe comes, the glory of my. arms, 
The only bufineſs of my inftant thought, 
| My Soul's beſt Joy, and all my true repoſe. 
I ſwear I cannot bear theſe ftrange deiires, 
Theſe ſtrong impulſes which will ſhortly leave me 
Dead at thy Feet 
Athen, What have you found, my Lord, 
In me ſo harſh or cruel, that you fear 
To ſpeak your griets 2 
Vara. Firſt let me kneel and ſwear, 
And on thy hand ſeal my Religious Vow, 
Streight let the breath 'of Gods blow me from Earth, 
Swept from the Book of Fame, forgotten ever, 
It I prefer. thee not, O Athenas, 
To all the Per/ian greatneſs ! 
Athen. I believe you : 
For I have heard you ſwear as much before. 
Vara. Haſt thou ? O why then did I ſwear. again ? 
But that my Love knew nothing worthier of thee, 
And could no better way expreſs-my Paſlion. 
Athen. O riſe, my Lord ———— 
Vars. I will do every thing | 
Which Athenaz bids : If there be more 
In Nature to convince-thee of my Love, 
Whiſper it, oh ſome God, into my Ear ! 
And on her Breaſts thus co ber hiſtning Sou - 
F1l breath th* Infpiration | Wile thou not ſpeak ? 
What but one ſigh, no more ! Can that ſi 
For all my vaſt expence of Prodigal Love? 
O Athenas ; What ſhall I ſay or do, 
To gain the thing I wiſh? | 
Athen, What's that, my Lord:? T7 
| Vara, Thus to approach thee ſtill ! thus to behold thee—— 
Yet there is more ; 
 Athen. My Loxd, I dare not hear you. | 
Fara. Why doſt thou frown at what thou doſt not know 2 
*Tis an imagination which n&er pierc'd thee ; 
Yer as *is ravithing, 'tis full of Hogour. 
Athen. I muſt not doubt you, Sir : Buc oh I tremble 


To 
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To think if 1/digerdes ſhould behold you, 
Should hear you thus proteſting to a Maid 
Of no Degree, but Vertue, in the World. 
Vara. No more of this, no more; for I diſdain 
All-Pomp, when thou art by ; far be the noiſe 
Of Kings and Courts from us, whoſe gentle Souls 
Our kinder Stars have ſteer'd another way. 
Free as the Foreſt-Birds, we'll pair together, 
Without remembring who, our: Fathers. were ; - 
Fly to the Arbors, Grots, and Flow'ry Meads, 
And in fofr murmurs interchange our Souls. 
Together drink the Chryſtal of the ſtream, 
Ocr taſte the yellow Fruie which Autumn yields, - 
And when the golden Evening calls ushome, _ : . 
Wing to our Downy Neſt; and ſleep till Morn. 
Athen, Ah Prince! no more! hs 
Forbear, forbear to charm me, | 
Since I am doom'd to leave you, Sir, for ever. 
Vara. Hold - Atbenas —_ ; 
Athcn. | know your Royal temper, 
And that high honour reigns within your. Breaſt, 
Which would diſdain to waſt ſo many hours 
With one of humble blood compar*d to you ; 
Unleſs ſtrong pation {way*d your thoughts to love her, 
Therefore receive, oh Prince! and take it kindly, 
For none on Earth but you could win it from me, 
Receive the gift ot my Eternal Love. 
'Tis all I can beſtow, nor is it- little, 
For ſure a heart ſo coldly chaſte as mine, 
No Charms bue yours, my Lord, could e'er have warm'd ! 
Vara. Well have you made amends by this laft comfort, 
For the cold Dart you ſhot at me before, 
For this laſt goodneſs ? ( Oh, my Athenais ! ) 
( For now, methinks, T oughrrocall-yau. mine! ) 
I] empty all my Soul in thanks before you : 
Yer oh! one Fear remains, like Death. ic chills me ; 
Why my relenting Love diditalk of parting! 
Athen. Look there, and ceaſe your wander, I have ſworn 
To obey my Father, and he calls mehence=—— 


Ly 


—_—_ 


Enter Leontine. : 
Vara, Ha, Leontine ! by which of all 'my AQtions 
Havel1 fo deeply. irjur'd thee, to merit 21 7 
The ſmarteſt wound revenge could form to end me? 
Leon. An{wer me now, /O Prince! for vertue- prompts me, 


And honefty will Jally *now no longer, | 
"2 What 
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What can the end of all this Paſſion be, © + ++ +? 
Glory requires this ftri& accompt, and asks/ ; 
What you intend- at laſt to' Arhengjs ? 
3. /ars. How, Leontine ! 
Leon. You Jaw her, Sir, at Athens; faid you lov'd her, 
I charg'd her hu _— to receive the Honour, 7; 
And hear your Paſhon : Has-ſhe not, Sir, obey'd'me ? 
Vara. She has, I thank the:Gods ! but whicher would'ſt thou? 
Leon. Having reſolv'd to viſit Theodoftzs, 
You ſwore you would not ge without my Daughter, 
Wheteon I gave command that ſhe ſhould follow. 
Vara. Y es, Leontine, ray old ! 
Moſt learn'd of all Philoſophers, you did: : * 
Leon. Thus long ſhe has agtended, you have keen hex, 
= a = bevy + YE nk 
Therefore, dread Sur, wet C,. 
| Which Honour ſounds,. and now let me demand yau——- 
Vara. Now help, Arantbes, ay daſhe for ever. 
Aran. Whatever happens, Sir, diſdain-the marria 
Leov. Can your high: choughts ſb- far forget themſc 
To admit.this humble Virg: for your' Bride? --.' 
Vara. Ha! 
Athen. He: bluſhes, Gods) and ſtammers at the queſtion. 
Leon. Why do you with MF ow ſelf, my Lord? 
The buſineſs is not. much. 
Vara. How, Leontine! - {| «+; 


Not much z I know that ſhe reg h 


> 


Yet *cis to realan much, tho*noe to: Loves 
And ſure the: World would bluſh to fee the Daughter 
Of a Philoſopher on the Throne of Cor we : | 

Athen. Undone for-ever! mrls TFLLO ya 

"wn - Taahg fee Meſh 5,1 4 $vygr. UG hae 29U c@ 

ars. Why thou urge me thas, ame wo . 

'The very brink of Glory ? gs me ths, _= £ 
I look and: tremble at the valt deſbent :. EIT Ns 
Yet even there, to-the.yafſt bono, down. | 
My rafh Adventurer Love would. have-me- leap, 
- And id grep my — _ my Kine. {1 0 7 

Vars. Why Joſt aye dc =: Bog Mas ol ef: wit. 
I thought that Pro is tha ad ſtore of. Honour 15! x4 
To ſatisfie the heighe,of :chy. Ambition,” 1-7 641 # 
Beſides, old Man, my Love's $go,well-grown;.*' . | 
To want a Tutor for his oad Behaviour flivr' 6} 20s v4 
What he will do, he will da.of biſhif lis. bo W : A 
| And not-be taughe by YOUu—— 159} O71 ©{Y '$ A OIRITY 
=— D Links 
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Leon. | know he will nor O11; 
Fond Tears away, I know,'F know-ks _ not ; © 
Bur he would buy with his okd' man's prefertnent, 
My -Daughter for your Whore. % 
Vara. Away, Lay,” my foul diſdains the motion !' - 
Leon. The Motion' of a Marriage,” yes; I fee it ; + 
Your angry looks and haughty!x Ww <? betty 169 Or I 
I found: it at the firft'; Thank: you Siv,? hes are Þ 
You have at laſt rewarde& your old: Thee sf 91 BPFIVELL .t 
For all- his Cares; his Watchings,"S#vices 5- | 
Yet, let me tell you, Sir, this humble Maid, 
This Daughter of .z-poorPhilofopher, cf ot =_ 
Shall, if ſhe pleaſe, be ſeted"ou « Theone(t't |» vb 14 
As high as chav-of 2 dmmwtallopws 251 | " $9007270 Tn 
Vara. I think that 2046 Philoſyplhy 
Have crackt thy. Brain + Barewell/ old OY 
Retire to reſt, and when thisbrawiing humbur 
Is rockt aſleep, Il meet my' £}benary; | | 
And clear.cthe accounts of Love which'the haſt Hotel {pie 
Leon. Old Lewin rpettings Tathwad indeed. r | 
But hold my Heatt; and leeQfat lid Vertue, ff! 40! ! 
Which 1 ſo long ador'd, ſtill keep the Reins. 0 IG Iu! 
O Athenais? But I will not efide'thee; [1 FA 
Fate is inall our ARlons, / 46d, mothinks,” x £92; 


fit leaſt a Father judges fo ; it has DU 301 @: _ 
Rebuk'd thee ſmartly for thy Eaſineſs : LUaninndd 97274 ab 
There is a kind of '\morichfats & 3503 ond L ; don 


Inthy dumb grief which thawievultl ory tow,” 
Athen. Alas 7 any Breaſt ks full of nt, ifs 
T fear ev'n you ———-- _) 10 49 
Leon, Why ſhould'ſt thou fear th RN enoboy avi 
Athen. Becauſe you have the rg og Jes 3 hk 
Ts there, O: feng polkbithryt +13 -» a Rib -\ Ewe 2 
To be torgiven ? *fis 919779 7 wolD 3 10 Md yiÞ 7 | 
Leon. Thy Father does: Corglve-riies, © 1217 530% 3001 
And Honour will ; but on'this tre Coliitn, by oo _ 
Never to ſee him. enrol; 10'P VG. FAD) ab -y 
Athen. See him | Oh Tod 01 (0008 22 " ws 


Leon. Unleſs it be, my we 
Not tho' he ſhould re paneand fre 4 = 
Nay proffer chee his Geo that. Te wy 1] 
Honour too cries Naaieas Hy wrongs OG 
Revenge thy ſelf ; organ herd aka, DLL. 
For 'tis revenge ſo wiſa,n 5 rg he pe « - 
As all the World ſhall ps aatbamapde my OO SRI 

Athep. O given me ears, ——==Y0'; YO 3111527 #290 3 
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For yct I am all tenderneſs, the Woman, - | 
* The weak, the mild,. the fond, the coward: Woman, 
Dares not look forth; bit runs about my Breaft; / 
And viſits all the warmer Mantions/ there, | F 
Where ſhe ſo - oft has harbour'd falſe Yaranes. 
Cruel YVaranes ! falſe torſworn YVarancs ! 

Leon. Is this forgetting him ? is this the Cour [e 
Which tonour bids thee take ? \ 
» 4then. Ah,.Sir, allow, ,., 

A little time for: Love to make his way 3 "n 
Hardly he won the place, and many ſighs, 
And many tears, and thouland Qaths:ie coſt hin. 
And oh I find he will not be diſlodged , 
Without. a groan. at--partitg hetice for" ever,”' | I. \ 
No, n6! he:vows he' will not'yetibe raz't | 
Without whole floods of griefhr hiv" farewel, eaten | 

* Which thus I ſacrifice! and offs (wear, UESs 0 6 
Had he prove ada DH as —_ .. | 
Have empty'd all my blood, an This re hi Ly 
As now | thed theſe SD or mae, es = 6 i 
To ſhew how welly{how-perfebilyT Tor'd'h 11. 

Leon, No Woman ſur it thiow, folow in Fortutne, | 
Therefore the mobler'is thy fair' " Praple, —_—_— 
Would thus have griev'd, becauſe a Prince -adar'd her; 


Nor will it be believ'd in after-tiy (it, All 
That ee 40M 7HFR x 
Yet do I adviſe, pictervd'thy Verendt. . of v1 ver 421 
And ſince hs) 'dons diſtulry thee e's —_ - 992 
Scorn thou to be—— J- "Yip te 
Athen. Hotd, Sit; © 'oh hold, ſoibent. Fj vY 
For my nice Soul abbey ch v6ry fouhd-; hich 
= with the thamet aftichat; arid the does" ves its 
Of an it Thoughts a0 ad tr bv Gi GO9Hs 
All kinder Thoughts 4 from tHe; -- 
All Tendernefs, as if I ne'gt-higd lgygyo' 2 56 
Has left my Boſom: colder os —_— ; 
Leon. On, Athenas ! on; Gs hve, 
Purſue the track, and they os x) 09 ety 
Athen. O, Leomtine; I Gar map hAAs Wy _—— 
That I will ſtarve &eÞoRg)i y Ver n HENY 
And thus let's joyn v6 ebartad 'thREOW of! eruy 
That Empite cquld abt 'eompt-#' pddr- ddr" 61d N | 
To ſell his Prince the Honour of Me DpoyHerr 


And ſhe, too, match'd bs x! 5 jk 
hl 
Th hs 07 JY v11v 


Tho” hwmb w—_—_ 
eh Who, 


She for her Fame ar vr} ob 
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Who, tho? ſhe loy'd, yet did-put 'off the Hour, 
Nor could her Vertue be bettay'd by Pow'r. 
« Patterns-like theſe will guilty Courts improve, 
* And teach the Fair to bluſh-at conſcious Love: 
«* Then let all Maids for Honour come in view, 
« If any Maid can more-for Glory do. 


ACT IL. SCENE.IL 


Emer Varanes and Aranthes. 


Fara. ©» to my Arms, my.faithful, dear drantbes 
Soft Counſellor, companion of my! Youth ; 

If I had longer been ee an hen 

With the diſtra&ion that ys 220 my. Heart, -.. 

My Hand would have rebell'd _ his ee, 

And done a Murder here: ” | 
Aranth, The Cos forbid, - (> 1 
Vars. I ſwear, I prefs, thee: ;wich hh ahearey Joy, - 

As ever fearful Bri embrac'd her 

When from a Dream of Death:ſhg pan? and found: 

Her Lover ſafe and fleeping'by her de. 


Aranth., The Cole Yor hy ih 4 \ 
Vara, Early thou know t went to r 
Bur long, my Friend, Ver ſlumber elgs co ret 


Long was the Combat; foughe; *twixt: , and Glory ; 
The Fever of my Paſſion burnt me ith. -- 

My Pangs grew ſtronger, and my Rack was doubled ; 

My Bed was all a-float;; { bidet on drops - 

That mortal Pain wrang,irom my: nas Joe Linabs 3. 


My Groans more deep t vos y 
Therefore, I charge EY 


I do conjure thee Ef I her; Fg 
My Fears can urge, os. Tony, = invent : 


Tell her how L.r PREIEININIS 
For any thing T1! fa a gm ans bore ina nd 0 


4 , =_ WILL. nb nent nm am $1 0 I fl | p 


Say all that I wo gad2 v7oft Nt | 
My Love ſhall ma ok 6:than. (ed Gods can-ytter; 1 


Aranth. My Loyd ! both. ine and ſhe are: — 
' From their Aarne NEG &"T 956111 
Vara, Ha! gone; hat? 13 d.324.cm 002, v1) | 


Aranth, Thay Wok fo Snploymencallchinday + 
gs » Sir I grieve to nem they: hay 1 
| | s Ul 


©1651 1801 0 
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No track behind for Care to find *em out ;. 
Nor is it poflible "a 
Vara. It is, it (hall; 
II! ſtruggle with impoſlibilicies, 
To find my Athenas : Not the Walls 
Of Athens, nor of Thebes, ſhall hide her from me 
TI bring the Force of all my Father's Acms, 
. And lay 'em waſte, but Pll. redeem my Love. 
O, Leontine ! moroſe old Leontine, | 
Thou meer Philoſopher !- O cruel Sage, 
Who for one haſty word, one Cholerick doubt, 
Haſfts turn'd the Scale ; though in the ſacred Balance 
My Life, my Glory, and my Empire hung. 
Aranth, Molt ſure, my Lord,:they are retir'd to Athens, 
I will ſend Poſt co-Night | | 
Vara. No, no, Aranthes, 
Prepare my Chariots, for I'll go in Perſoir ; 
I ſwear till now, cill I began to fear 
Some other might enjoy. my Athenaic, 
I ſwear, I did not know how much I loy'd her ; 
But let's away, I'll ro the Emperour, 
Thou to the hafty management of my bulineſs ; 
Prepare, to day Ill go, to day Pl find: her : 
No more 3 Pll take my leave of Theodeſius, 
And meet thee on the Hippodrome : away, 
Let the wild hurry of thy Maſters Love, D 
Make quick thy apprehenſion: -Haſte, and leave me. { Exemns: 


SCENE II: 


Pulcheria, Atticus, Leontine, Votaries leading Athenais in proceſſion 
after her Baptiſm, to be confirms 


Atticus Sings. 


O, Chryſoſtom ! Jack down and ſee, 

An Of ring worthy Heav'n and thee ! 

So rich the Vittim, bright and fair, 

That ſhe: on, Earth appears 'a Star. 
Chor. Eudoſia is the Virgin's Name, 

And after-times (ball fing ber Fame. 


Atticus Lead her, Votaries, lead ber in, 
Sings. Her holy Birth does now begin, 
1 Votary. In bumble Weeds, but clan Array, 
Tour Haxrs ſhall: ſweetly paſs away ; an 
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And, when 1he' Rites Divine are paſt, ' 
To pleaſant Gardens you ſhall baſte. 
2 Votary. Where many a flowry Bed we have, 
That Emblems ſtill to each @ Grave : 
And when within the Stream wr look, + 
With Tears we uſe t0-fwell the Broek : 
But ob, when inthe liquid Glaſs, 
Our Heav'n appears, we fogh to-paſat . ; 
Chor. For Heav'n alone we are 'd, 
And all things bring cur Heau'n to mind, 


Athen, O Princes! O moft worthy of che World, - | Kineels, 
That is ſubmitted by #'s'Emperour;/” 0 11 03v3 
To your moſt wife and providential ſway: 

What Greek or Roman Eloquence can paint 

The Rapture and devotion of my Soul: 

I am adopted yours ;; you are” my Goddeſs, 

That have new-form'd, new moulded: my Conceptions, 

And by the plat-form of aWork Divine: ou 
New-fram'd, new-buflt me to-your- own defires 3: | 

Thrown all the Lumber of my' Paſlions oor, /: 

And made my heart a Manfion of necfeaion.; 3 

Clean as an Anchorite's Grot, or Votary's Qual, 

And ſpotleſs as tho glories of his ſtops 

Whom we far off adore! wa 

Pulch. Riſe, Eudoſia, 1s 

And tet me fold my Chriſtian in my Atms: 

With this dear pledge of an Eternal Love 

I Seal thee, O Eudoſia | mine for ever. | 

Accept, bleſt Charge, the Vows of my — => _ponke 

For, by the facred Friendfhip thar I A... 
I think that Heav*n by Miricledid End thee. thee, . {1 
To eaſe my Cares, to help me in -—þ Councils, - 

To be my Siſter, partner in my Bed 

And equally, through gh wy whole Courſe of Life, 

To be the better thy Pulcheria, 

And ſhare my Hh and Joys. 

Athen. No, Madam, no ... 

Excule the Cares that this fad Wreech muſt bring. you ; g 

O rather let me leave the World for ever ; | 

Or if I muſt partake yonr Royal Secrets, 

If you reſolve to load me with ſuch Honour, 

Let it be far from Cities, far frome Conres, © 3 47 
Where I may fly all human Converfation ; Ea 
Where I may never ſeg; nor hear, nor name; + 
Nor think, nor dream, O Heay'n! if poſſible,” os 
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Of Mankind more; | | 


Pulch. What now, in Tears, Eudofia ? | 

Athen. Far from the guilt of Palaces! O ſend me! 
Drive-me ! O drive me from the Traytor Man : 

So I mighe *ſcape that Monſter, let me dwell 
In Lyons haunts, or in ſome Tyger's Den ; 
Place me on ſome {teep, craggy, ruin'd Rock, 
That bellies out, juſt dropping in the Ocean 3 
Bury me in the hollow of ics, Wombs 
Where; ftarving on-my cold and fliney Bed, 

I may from fat, with giddy apprehenſion, 

See infinite Fathoms down the rumbling deep! 
Yet-not ev*a there, in that vaſt whirl of Death, 
Can there be found. ſo terrible a ruine, - | 
As Man : falſe Man, ſmiling deſtructive Man: 

Pulch. Then thou haſt 'lov'd, Eniafa, or my Silter ; 
Still nearer to my heart, Jo-mack che dearer 3 . 
Becauſe our Fates are like, arid hand in hand 
Our Fortunes lead os through rhe Maze of Life: | 
I am glad tharthou hat Loy'd ; nay, Lov'd with danger ; 
Since thou haſt *ſcap/d the ruln-< Merthinks ic lightens 
The weight af ty Calamiries, that-chow : ©. + 
(In all things elſe to perte& and. Divine,) | 
Are yet a-kin to my Infinity, . 7 
And bear'ſtthy part. in Dove's'metodious i: -*. - 

Love that liks bane perfarmt-Infeas rhe hind, 

That fad delight chat Charms all :Worman-kind. 

Athen. Yes, Madamy Leonteh; 'thatiEove has. charm'd me; 
But never ſhall again, No; I renounce tim 4 ©, 
Inſpire me all che wrongs ef abar'd-Women, - > 
All you that bave been cozen'd by falſe Men : 

See what a ſtii& Example 1willimagke;: 1: 

But for che Perjuries 6f (one Þ wilt revenge ye - . 

For all that's pa{t,"$afs'preſene; and rorcome. 

' - Pu{ebi © theukar more than rhe molt nm : 
- Where our Afres 3:'Where; OtUrowning btrigh | 
Where haſt thou been'fo tong# Let me again | 
Proteſt my Admitation and my Love ;- 

Lec me. dechts wud; white thou - art here. . _ -- 
While ſuch thaw Venue ſhines within our Circle, 
Vice ſhall no moreappear'within the Palace, 

But hide her:Ubatked Eyes, andthivbe call'd. 
ThoHofy Court : But lo, the Emperaur comes. 


Enter Theodoflus, aud 4ttendants. 


Beauty, VWo-thine; my Qrive that Form away Ly 
£0101 at 
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That has ſo long entranc'd his Soul — My Lord — 
 Theod. If yet, alas! I might” but hope- to. ſee her ; 
Burt, oh forgive me _ Heav's ! this wilder ſtart, 

That thus would reach impoſſibility. : 

No, no, I never muſt. behold :her-more,. - 

As well my Atticus might raiſethe Dead, | - 

As Leontine ſhould charm; that, Formvin view- :: 

Pulch. My Lord, I come:to give your grief a Cure, 

With purer Flames to draw that cruel. Fire 

That tortur/d you fo, Jong-—— Behold: chis A 21s 

The Daughter of your Tutor Leontine.- 

Thes. Ha |! 

Pulch. She is your :Sifters Charge, and made a Chriſtian, 
And Atbenais is Eudoſia now: © 
Bur ſure a fairer never grac'd. Religion, . .: 

And for her Vertne ſhe tranſcends Example. - 

Theed. O all ye bleft above, how Tan this be ? 

Am I awake, or is this poflible?: .' - {Athen, Kneel:, 
Pulch. She kneels, my Lord, will you not go a and raile her ? 
Theod.” Niy; do thout raiſe.her; for I am rooted -here; 

Yet if laborious Love and- Melancholy } 

Have not o'ercome me, and quite turn*d memad, 

Ic muſt be ſhe ! that naked dazling ſweetneſs: 

The very Figure of that morning Star, 

That dropping Pearls, and” ſhedding dewy Beams, 

Fled from the greedy Waves when; «rar 

Anſwer me, Leontine, am.I di $7 

Oc-is this true ? by theein  yenrmnecied TIO, 

I will be ruPd, in Temperance-and Witdneſ, - 

When Reaſon claſhes with ExUUAragance 4 5 | 

But ſpeak—— : 

Leon. ”Tis true, my Lord, his 3 is may! Daughter, ; 6 26th 11s 
Whom I conceald in Perfia from all Eyes 1111S 2 , wy , 
Buc yours, when chance direged you-that : way; : - : 1 

Theo.” He ays, .'tis true 3, Why then this heaulek (Carriage ? 
O! were Iprootagainſt the Darts of- Love,; 111 <5 7h 7 
And cold to Beauty as the Marble-Loyer ;-- | |-- q; rod 
That lies without a- thought upon his Tomb; \A wen } 20 . 
Would not this glorious dawn of Life ravichrough ws, 

And waken Death ivſelf——Why am Lflow, then? / 1\ 7 

Whart hinders now, bue that in ſpite-of Rules. i Fay _ 

I burſt chrough all the bands of Death that hold) me:i 214-1 2:1 

1H Koeals 

And fly with ſuch a haſt to that Appea pearatice, 

As bury'd Saints ſhall make at the latt Summons ? 

Athen. ThejEmperourat my Feet ;. © air; torgive Mer. 1 

rown 


The For ce of Love; 29 
Drown me not thus with everlaſting ſhame'; 
Both Heav/n arid Earth muſt bluſh -at ſuch a view ? 
Nor can I bear'it longer, 

Leon. My Lord, ſhe is rorthy ——— 

Theo, Ha! what ſay'ſt thou, Leontine 
Unworthy ! O thou Atrhberft to: perfetion ! 

All chat the blooming:Earth- could fend forth fair ; 
All that the gawdy Heav*ns could drop down glorious! 
Unworthy ſay*'ſt chout Were' thou notiher Father, 

I ſwear I would revenge—— Bur haſt, and tell me, 

For love like mine will bear.nofecond thought, 

Can all the Honours of the Orient, 

Thus fſacrific'd with the molt pure affe&ion, 

With ſpotleſs thonghes and languifhing Yeſires; | 
Obtain, O Leonzive, (the Urown mr laſt}' © 

To thee, I ſpeak, thy' Daughtrer'es my 'Bride ? 

Leon. My Lord, the Honour'bears fiich eſtimation, 
Ic calls the blood into my aged Cheeks, 

And quite o'er-whelms nry- Daughter' with Confafion 3 
Who with her Body proſtrate onthe? Edtth + 
Ought to adore you for the-proffertd Glory. 

Theo. Let me embrace, and thank thee : O kind Heav'n ! 
O Atticus'. Pulcberia 1 O: my Father! + - ''+ - & fs 
Was ever change like mine?-:Runthrough the Streets ; 
Who waits there® Runz-and lowd as Fame can' ſpeak, 
With Trumpet-ſounds prodain your Emperour's joy. ' 
And as of old, on' the great? Feſtival -- —_—_— | 
Of her they call: che Mother of the ' Gods, 

Leg all work ceaſe; at leaſt ar Oaken' Garland 
Crown each. Plebeian head ; 'Let ſpritely Bowls 
Be+ doal'd about, 'md:theuofs'd Gietibals ſound :* 
Tell *em cheir-tnactrlamered 7heodofiinf © 
By Miracle is brought row death'ts life! | 
His Melancoly's gon&;and&now once more” + 
He ſhall appear at_the Stare's Helm again ; - > 
Nor fear a Wrack-while this: bright Star” direAs us 3 
For while ſhe ſhines} no; Sarids,”nb- cowring” Rocks; © 
Shall lie | unfetrrs;! but!howill cat imy way © 
Secure as Neptune. thepuptyithe higheſt ſtream, 
And to the Pore in fatety Nezr ths Worki:'" 
Athen. Alas, my Lordy- conſider my Extraction, 
With all my oqier wantg——— 7 
Theo., Peace, Emprets/pgace-:” (99709 3th foe bt -, 
No more the Daughter of old Heowthie;s* © OH 
A Chriſtian now, and! Parthet 6P hs” Baft, © oe bv 2 77 
Athen. My Fachez! hagdifp6s'dins; yor Wile: 
»1,T E - 


30 THEODOSILUS: Or, 
What can I anſwer then bat my Obedience+:/': | -- 
Theo. Attend her, dear Pulcheris 3 and, oh tal: her, 
To Morrow, if ſhe pleaſe, I will be- 
O why fo long ſhould I my Joys: 
Time imp thy Wings, let not the Momtes ftay, 
But to a moment change. the tedious: day..: . 
The day ! *twill be an age; before to; Morrow: :. G! 


An Age,:a Death, a valt, Etcrnary, * 12 34 4 


Where we ſhall cold,. and palt- Enjayinenr ls. 


5 wwo—_ - 


Enter Varanes end Anarches, er 


Vara. O, Theodoſins 1." ©.) 1 24:2 16 

Theo. Ha ! my Rocher Eu 
Why doſt thou come to:meke Logo wo o'er ad. 
What is there more tg; wiſh-2: Fortune: caty find 
No. flaw in ſach a;glut. of bappineb, -:_ ...: 
To. let one Miſery in—— Og my Forenes! ..- 
Thou that of late. did{t EE Sm Clouds, - : 
Now give a looſe, let.go4 the: enen Reingg/ 1 31 (1 
Let us drive down the- P. of Joy, uO 4 9:0 
As if-that alk the Winds. of Heav/n were for us-: | 

Vara. My Lord, I am glad-to;find the Gale is-turn'd, 
And give you joy. of. this- hee) poten avg: 
Plough on your way, .with all your Sxreamert qut:; 
With all-your glorious Garlagds ride. 
Trinmphant on—— And lears--ms! te: the Waves, | 
The Sands, the Winds, the: Rocks, the face deſtruction. 
And ready Gulphs. chat, to (wallow me... 

Theo, It was thy hand that drew' me- from: the ang. 
Who had been. dead. by, eng ta Ambition, 
To. Crowns, to Titles, and. my fli 
But = as if = work La thine: wo Fl 
The ſmile of Heav*n-— thy. Theedefius 
With fomething dearer than his Diadem,, -. + 
With all that's worth.a, wiſh; that's warthia. 708 
I met with that,, which: made. me leave the world. - 


Vars: And1, O turn of Chance:! Outed Eocene! | 


Have loſt at once all.chas cauld.make me- happy. 

O ye too partial Powers | But now-no more. : 

The Gods, my dear; my moſt-loy'& Theodgfon,; 
Double all thoſe Joys ar thou haſt met uponthee; 
For ſure thou art moſt worthy ens): _- 
Than Jove i in all his Prodigalizy, 

Can. e'er beftow. in. + on Mankiod ! | bi, 


Andoeb > Mebhjn bs, my 


py: [Ex Pulc. and Achen. 


Takes 


The Force of © Love. 

Takes it the more © atiindl; 'of her Stars 
That thou and I cannor: bleſt together: ; 
For I mult. leavethes,” Friend } this hight ant (have ehee, 
To go in doubtful ſearch of what perhaps 
I ncer ſhall find ;- if ſo-my cruet Fate ; 
Has' order'd it ; Why then farewell for ever, 
For I ſhall never; fnierer ſee thee thore, 

Theo, How ſenfible my Tender” foul is grown 
Of what yorrutrer ! do O's edn ach 
O Brocher! O'Farats! Do not 
By what Iſpeak ? for fighs' wAl-i Ai. of me; 
Judge by: my Tears, bjve: by cheſs ftrict embraces, 
And by my laſt Reſolve: Ine. met 
With what in filencs ol ſo 5 JT 0 
Tho? in the rcapture:6sf ptorefti 
I had ſet GR motrow Ge a Wi; 
And Atticus to 'Nightoprepares the” Temple. - 
Yet my Varanes, I will Rob my Soul 
Of all her health, of my'imperiat Bride, 
And Mekr5 et wich -=_ = ſelrch of tag 
On» whic e Je (I 

RE ha TD fas 
Conelude me then- 
And bread in Wilds*''No, 
I charge thee by out"Friey 


By all the oy ne -T 46 Jhab 
Perhaps, dear FrietxL-I wh "Toner" here © 
Fhan you NS or I my ine*'- 
What molt I grieve, is bes: Tom, wait 


To ſee your Yet" Squl is with OU,. 
And all in adorns es your ri L 


Theo. What, m FR. 7o on bo fo cruel” 
As not'66 1{&& y Bride Tarr 0 $0 | 
Or are 'yerr yat'y $s Charms, 
Who has already rav Ae wy Heart, at 


That ones was aNyour own ? - | 
Vars. You know Iam anger? _\ 

My melancholy will now nit bleſf 

And the Gods'know, fi u,” ty "Hrbenaic, 

Art fled from theſe ſick Eyes; 'all' orher Women 

To my paltd Soul Ref «the Gtioft of Beauty, 

And haunt my momory with tt che lob, of thee. 


Encer Athenais, Theadobs £26k der... 
Theo. Behold, my Lord; the becaſion of thy Joy. © 
' 2 


-- 


JU 


y Condi it Ex Theo: 


Vara. 


| 
| 
| 
: 
; 
| 
| 
' 
1 
, 


| 
| 
|} 
fi 
| 
| 


About my Bride : I gueſs you kn her 50. 


32 THEODOSHIS: Or, 


Vara. O ye immortal Gods ! . Aranthes,t:oh:! no” 
Look there, and wonder: Ha ! isc poſhble-?-, | 
Athen: My Lord, the Emperour = you are. his F P'S 1 1 
He charges me to uſe my.Intereft, 

And beg of you to ſtey,at leaſt fo long; 

As our Eſpouſals will, be ſolemaizing ;- - - , // ; 

L cold him 1 was honour'd, once.cakaow..you ;- 

Bur that fo lightly, as I: could not. warrant! S 

The grant of any things + > ca. aw if 
Fara. O Heaven! and Earth ! O .Atbenais. wi, | 

Why doſt thou uſe.me thus?. had. I che World + 

Fhou know'ſt i Gonld tp glng, : eobnt ant” va dan 
Athen. I know not t fl vinvd 4nd 

But yer, .to make ſare Ti.” t ni 36 hiv 

& mine already, Sir, wicha c Jour, givinge,:; dinerads abfodT 

My Lord, the Prince. is;; ato, hisglory-- wo! +, L: 

Scorns to be mov'd by.the; weak, breathcof. Wanan, . . 

He is all Heroe, bent for higher game ; liv, | 

Therefore, 'cis nobler, Sir; to: 4: him. go.: T, bs. 19d He 300) 

If not for him, my Lord, yet. for my Gf... 

L mult intreat the Favour t6 retires... ;1;1-,--,! {By _— 2 
ara. Death ! and Deſpair ! Confu fion ! Hell: ahd Furics,-1 
Theo. Heav'n guard thy ppateh and fill preſerve 4hy. Verrus. 

What ſhould this mean? I fear the Gonkzquence, . | 

For *cis too plain they y know, ca 19S nw ; 


Vara. Undone ' "Arant forgery. = of $12 $7 
E ſee my doom, Lread.ig. I; eyShair or Rope We} 
As plain as if I ſaw the. F. FL 10. f1t7  erdV 
Yet I will muſter all my Sparies.up,; '- -- ---.;-- 
Digeſt my griefs, ſwallow, the Riltng/Paſſions-/ 
Yes, I will ſtand this ſh 0" ; i in? 


wy 1 Tm ' 


Theo. You muſe, my 


Well as I can, and tru 6 2h 
andifye 7% [ms _—_ nt 
To: judge your ts they: bel | ploy. 4-9 Wee 5k — 


Vara. Flis Bride! O Gods! To mea. s mamBnes pation 
I muſt confeſs the ſight of 4 wth * 


Whaelf lietle did expettito. err. iy i-oh Þ/ 

So. grac'd and 1o. adorn'd, did, 4 mY wongers.. oO ads bo 

But what exceeds all admiration i "ro AS 

That you ſhould, talk 'of making. her.) your Bride ; ; 

'Tis ſuch a blind effe& of.;mogſtrous, \Fortne, + ound bk. 

That tho* I mere remember you afficm'd ir, 5 | 

[ cannot yet beligve F # 
Theo. Then how” believer mes - & {509034 wa 2 


By all the Pow'rs diving, LO oaks hee h'ode ws 


FE WOrE"u0E % 


_ 


The Frebf1Cowe;! T 33 


Vara, Ha! l hal leap:theddunds; Come, . come; my Lord.” 
By all choſe Pow'rs yow ian, 1:fayyou'tmouft nor.'! 571 
Theo. Ty, - will g\and who ſhall 'barr .my ploaſie/? vc 'O ad L 
Yet more, eak the Judgmetit *of ny (Soul; 1 
Weigh but wich Fortune - Mic in'the Balance, 
And Athenais loſes.by the Martiages © ©» az | 
Vara. Relenilefp;Fates &-maliaiqus/iciuet! Pow'rel 1:;1 id vQ 
O for EN ERR do. you yhes\"rack-your Oceatars?) : cfgic | 
Sir, I muſt teft!you thiscuntki mylyticanagſeo s: bas .nad; on» 
Suits the Profeſlionob A A ore wally 5 i 007 2bo®) SIT 
But in an Ofieneat-Emperdur ti 32077 29a In Al! 
It gives offence; nor can youzaichour ſearahal,c/ Frbals O 
Without the nocion'of algroveting Sptritpin ac) bns cow 
Eſpouſe then Daugliner of 82] a9] 6 luwons' i 920) 
Whoſe utmoſt GtoryHis:£6) Hliavd beefy Theor ago lim | 
"-7htd. H8 has fo well Ycquireed atiac. 'Eeiploymenty 29914 fe) 
Breeding gots thi gallans height - ; 
Of full perfetiong andi lalvgreamneſs,h't 21 
That evimfooichhif ref m#fdor howto Bs ad borne 
F will "dion ph prdononn tes v0 5 _ It 
Vardi J o ditths Freedous <q bal. 
For I mu boldly urgo-in ſtreh-aiCan _ '&Hl Aras, 
Who-ever flatters you, _ het ek for nent! © i oh oc 
Reeod 20 IAN ol, ſhout) ibs! wat eh ny Txt 
beo, It Friend -wanld anger a; di = bling L22Y 
Afﬀer what I mt even Sl ja w 63 25 G'oH 
Of all Mankind 1 ſhoold foſpe@sfavgenco 19120 bed 1 1nd 3 
Vara. He havnt hear broth Wild choko ms, 
yerv!a 1:yont 


Unleſs my ſtrugghmg= pajh LA 


gaed Lad 1 61 (OQ 
Out with it en ERIN ao wioon bn 
Yes, yes, my .Lord> finde you 2reduice wg to: «9 I 219, 
The laf# 11 Janaſbroak Wits arr Sr *1acl dive flald bf. 
E muſt av ny Mania Bn ac benates &T 19169D ed3 979d W 

I: am. all Fe! 


.cogOpaitions car" mielp, 5: Mick 101 le dw 
It grows incorpormg:Iwadt nycfleſh "nd-blodd Win yet iP = 
My pangsredouble, mnawrthey: cleav@>my"heard | 120 Ot 91971 
Orndifevars ! O Eud b— 9 (1.306 
Though plain as day I ſee my own deſtruion, 
Yet to my death, and oh let all the Gods 
Bear Witneſs ! I ſwear I wild ddo© thee. 

Theo. Alas ! Varanes. , Which of us two the Heav'ns 
Have mark'd for Death, is yet 4bove the Stars ; 
Buc while we live let us preſetweburiBrilec 
Sacred and juſt, ag i\tehave\evenuighos o =" 
This only Mean in, two ſuchbhavd INS he 


Remains tor both : To niowowyen fhall fecha, +) 


Witch 


3% THEODOSIUS* 0r 


With all advantage, .in bY own. Apartment i [ I ITY | 
Take your-ewntimf, day" all youcantoy gain cha q: 

F you © qa. win ber, Jdihg grito [Perſis j.' \ ad fl 1 DN 
It nor, conſent thae-I gfpote then tiertc'is rot 1 ono 7 


"A Still warſe:apfl wars ! -O) Theedefiue:! 'oh, 
I cannot ſpeak for fi lghs, my Heath i |fegl'd _| 
By chis laſt ſweornefs had gant been lefipaded;:: 
I might hayg hep'd nybytinow-my dpow!s reef vi 
Go then, and take;bar;:taheyhariehnthe:/Tewple(s: ity | 
The Gods too give yitiw joyorl@d Mthrrn,c 1G wits 234110 
Why does thy Image mock my, Fonliſtiſotrom?.© :- | 
O Theodoſins, apy Lorna neo 10it ounce eovig 5 
Away, and leave me; k&gaevnghe Tonaveorn 21 110: 11 
Theo. Farewel+ lets [exanhe Seto the bledins;!; Stunglsd 
I will prepactygÞr ywarowichiall thatz{Hondar fomm 111 
Can urge in-yaur thor: mp>Rilne. ©! 2::1[ &d Thiod. 
Vara. O I could tearigiyt! Libs, ant eat. | Hleth NAY 
Fool that I was, fond; proud;zvixi ;6us fool! £511cG [10 
Damn'd be all Cope;and trobſei damrd: Anion: » 2605 
Blaſted be chy /Emembrents !/;Mirſex:Amehasy | movils 1! 
And plaguoi awplepys :fall:onabalg Hoaly t | 
Aranth. Have comigtty Sis root yd tim | 
Vara. Away, and leave me; Filldah 0 90h i il 
Traytor, who wrobghe,-aae firſt [tis coliy , dottruaion— | wool: 
Yet ſtay anhibgþj\ave-phelp. me-ta. Glofe.my pride, | 1; AL 
Help me co wiſh chat dad. ml orrn mpg i 1:dw 1551.4 
That I had, never heard,ghe:nameſtof Girey! 1 11 4s w2 ” 
Ehac #030 felt Buazyh i Cane bad)becncmy; | 
«Oh that 1 had been.;horn ;lome happy Swain, 
And never knewn(:alife loogreatoforyain ! - - ; Iw 2 
Where I extreams might nat. che farc's toi choolt, - v 
And ble with ſome meanWiſ,od@rowneduld: loſes iT 
Where the dcarer Partoer.of: wp Joe Wes: F- » thaw | 


"a 
£64 


Wich all her ſmiling QfEfpring: aacthe;Gats, | 
Bleſffing 'my' labors, might! my: Qbaning wait, 
Where in our' bumble Beds..alb fate! might His" 16H! 
And notin curled Courts for-glory-dyomy'an > | {bart 
10i9urt}sb nwo yit got 1 veb 2s nislq gu! | 
\,i1 2:18 19! ro bok nb vm 11 39 
1:4 AK; G7 1: ot [| Qomivs 5690 


T1 ! ; F bd 
# * % © þ 4 M . 
$3 8 Gl | {oF , SEIIIIED 


£ a 0)? 


e187e, £17 | (1? Wot i $375 
Had ae Ah hel 2 ovil-ovd olidhw 2uth 
All epetng Finds 3: Nuj bus b:.:57 


ut ov12 111 NE: | V 170 


br lo yar ranger Fg 10d 36! 


Chor. Beauty bere- open} her Arms, 2 rods te ; SO 
To ſoften the iſhing mind'; 


And Phillis wwlocks 1975 oy wal 
Ah Phillis ! ab why fo hind ? 


Phillis, thou Soul if Love, 

Thou joy of the Neig bly Sway; 

Phillis that Crowhs the | 

And Phillis that gilds the Plas,” 
Chor. Phillis, :hat ne'er bad the kill, 

To piint,to patch,and "be fine ; 

Tet Phillis 4 Bork 7 Bit; _, a 

Whom Natere ' vine, Tg 


Phillts; hoſe 274 MY TD 
- Makes labour and pa ws Fs I ie | 
x" that makers gpoFA hte. , | - 
<Hn ortens the 'i 
Chor. one” whoſe 7 Tk 50h 
Still laughs ' af thr fn a thy ng > 
Where Love nev i decay p 
But ſets with 's Bond yoo. 


th. YET I SITS 74 7 FRESGF FR Iu it 


A © +: WiSe BNÞ-IL 


o1 © $790, ITY} OR 


Bute Mateltri, *t Lucibs. as Pon 


Mare. "HE Gonetel:of the Orient | =P 3 

as a Comiwiſibr  Farge ive: 
'Tis gone : why what boareT: OF Fortithe; as 
Thou laughing Erpesof hiv Mitte World, 
Marcian defies thee ti8w PRICE _ | 
Why what a thing "is a ſcare Pivoirce 7 
He who. but now the longing eo-rerire, | 
Cou'd not for buſig -Waiters-be alc wed 
Throng'd in his Chamber, ha! | 
With a fall Croud,' 4 ar" Peert! * 
When once the favour: of His * turn'd' 
Shun'd as a Ghoſt, the Cl men opal 1 
And all the gawdy. worſhippers-forſake Him 
So- fares it now. with thE'wher&c'erT. come, | 
As if I were another Catwline:” ©? 


The Courtiers rife, anlÞ 1s-vht##wAP it lems, a - age 
As if the Plague- Werd on the lf mat thy rite 1; "py 


6 - THEQDOSINS: O 

Lucius ! Lucins ! if thou leav/ſhime. Por. ali at edt 
I chink, I ſwear I think I cov 4, nor 6 to. oL 
\ But, like a Slave, my Spirit. broke wi Fecing, hp 
Should on theſe Coward Knees Fall ow and beg,: : 
Once to be great again 

L c. Forbid it, Heavn ! 
That &er the noble | 
To ask of any, but the 1 1mm | CS edi 
Nay, I avow, if yet your "TT TT 
Spice of the Re you ed pal Tr Ceſare. \ 
' Mar. No, Lucins, no; the that humour. | 
Yet ſince we are alone, and 6 | croloug 
Leave this bad-Court ; lecys, li bes 
Speak out—— Thou faiſt, aMas! as — 25 ol : 
But where's his Greatneſs ? ? erg R022 BOO Il: Py 
If any ſparks of Vertue ye "46 
In this poor Figure of the Remgn Glory ;. .. 
[ lay, if any be, how ditn- "they ſhine,. | Mu 
Compar'd with what his gr 0 ore athernun ere b _ 


How ſhould he li then, or d; - 
WholſeS Soul in  bghegn they; RE rs SRI ZAd; 
&F1 


' And ſcarce, O Rome ! a Glow-worm in 

Soft, Young, Religious, God-lke qualities, 

Fer. one that ſhould recover the loſt-Empirs.;- _ 
And wade through Seas of Blood, and walk o'er Mountains 
Or ſlaughter d{Bodits bg inpniorta] Handgr. 1 2 A 


Luc. Poor heart! he pin'd awhile ago oe Love. 
Marc. And for his Mi reſs vow'd to 0 leave ther World ; - 
But ſome new chance, it Teemis; Has c atg'd his mind. 
A Marriage! but.co, whom, or whenee ſhecame,” {1 [7 5 +! 
None knows; gs Noe TER oa W.i - 
Pg ” ted gar yadw : n_y 217 


Pageants prepi 
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0 


The Statues Saldy Ae groan gnidgual wort's 
Beneath ths: Burden « 6 the Sur 30FS 2d eoflab [SY _y f 
The Theatre is open'd 299, where the -\;!; ;; :/ wnids «5 
And the hot Perſian mean. to act theig, Follies;: * Wort 22: © of 


Gods | Gods! Is frog - Im. of agua Gie/#fs &i): 10 101 Jon b''0.- 
Is this the model F291 12GOArsclg i ic] nr bf QAO? {7 
O why ſo poorly Myh 4 Jary (buo10k Ita & 314 
Not Rome's, but yo $.4 2 a On DRag uf <: ; SOftO £19! $l 
This waxen Portis fy ), 211 F of ©. 6 Dnuns 
Which every warmer Paſſion melt: down, \ {yi 2s IN bot, 


And makes him fondec + yp Wamanwlengiegh « wort 3 91h Ci 2 
Luc. Thus much | _—_ to the Yn og 18 910w 11 2A 


Ot the [Imperial Blood .; if WERLS napidly- 911 en9y31!!0.., 9 
Thi his tine new Quins (prong on abc Paggntss:y <1 = [i 
| ay, 


- 


Te Force of | Love., 37 
Nay, baſely borti! but that's all one to him, . _ _ 

He likes and loves, and therefore marries” her. | 

'-- Marc.” Shall I not ſpeak ? Shall f not tell him,of ir2 E. 

I feel this big-fwollen throbbing Ry PR. | 

Will burſt, unleſs [ utter what L oughr.” 


Enter Pulcheria with a Paper i in ber band, and Julia t 


Marc. Pulcheria here". why ſhe's the ſcourge of Marciay , 
I tremble too when &ver the approaches ;. | 
And my Heart dafices an utulſu ual. .meaſurs, 4 
Spite of my {elf I bluſh and.canfiot ſtir. 
While ſhe is here—- What, Lucizs, can this mean 2? 
*Tis faid Calphwirnia had the 454 of Ceſar: 
Auguſtus doted on the fiihtle | oy 
Why then ſhguld,I not worthip =O Fair Tg nl 
Oh didſt thou mark her nay, erÞ Fury 1 
| She ſeem'd all Goddeſ6; nay, fier Frowns 
There was a Beauty in "her very W Tangle. 
Were I a Man, born great as our firſt Founder, 
Sprung fromthe Block Cert But, T ama caſt. 


Beyond all, poflibj | 
pea þ an hs "his Paper 6 'r, | 


Bn 


Pulcb. Comie tie er; 
And mark the ſtrange negle& of 
He ſigns what-e'er I bring 3. perhaps you: cv heard 
To morrow he intends towed a Maid of Fw 
New-made a Chriſtian, and new-nam'd Eopa 
Whom he more dear! Loo than his mpice : hq 
Yet in this Paper 36H ph & GY Ha Ws * 
And ſeal'd it'too OI "GR 
That ſhe ſhall loſe her NE, to-morrow morning, ah 
Marc. *Tis not for me tojudge; yet this ſeems ſtrange— 
Pulch. 1 khow he father would commit a murder, 
On his own Perſon, than, perthit'a Vein | 
Of- her to bleed ;. yet, Marcian, what might follow 
If I were envious of this Virgins Hdnour, 
By his raſh paſling whatſoever 1 offer _ 
Without a view—— ha, but I had forgot ! 
ulia, let's haſte from this infectious Perſon—— 
had forgot that Marcian was a ai pn : 
Yet by the Pow'rs Divine, . {wears 
That one ſo form'd by Nature for all E _ 
All Titles, Greatneſs, Dignities Imperial, 
The nobleſt Perſon, and the braveſt Courage, 
Should not be honeſt : 7ul;a, is't not pity ﬀ——— 
O Marcian, Marcia ! 1 could weep to think 
Vertu ſhould, loſe it lf as _\ has done, 


Repent, 
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Repent, raſh Man, if yet *tis not _too late, _ © 
And mend thy Errorss fo farqwe for ever. [Ex. Pulch. Jt. 

Marc. Farewell for ever! no, Madariy ets I ob 
I am reſoly'd to ſpeak, and you hall hear me 
Then, if you phat; take off this Traytor's Head ? 
End my Commiſſion ans my Life together. 

Luc. Perhaps you! ben jatar, 1 am going to ay ; , 
But by your life, ry ink *cis.tfus: © © 
Pw/cheria loves this Feaynot! 4 7, "y mob, het 2 
At firſt ſhe had forgot your Banifhment ; | 
Makes you her Counſellor, and tells het Yecrets,” 
As to a Friend ; nay, Teaves chem in your Hand, 
And ſays, 'tis pity that yeti afe hot hocieft, 

With ſuch Deſcription of your Gallanery 

As none but Lovetou'd'make: Then kg leave,” 
Through the dark Cage of Yartih 

Mechought fie thotther Soul oy flee ; 

Still lookin beck wo head + mi be 

That you ſhould know The Tett her Heart behind her, 

__ Alas! ther _ wet your her; hk doT! 
Nor can the Wir of ,a nkind'&n er; * 
But let's away. This Paper is of uſe,” ©: * . 

Luc. I gueſs your purpoſe ; * 

He is a Boy, and as 2 Boy you'll uſe ol 
There is no other ua 

Marc. Yes, if bots ne 64n..5 
Quite dead with ffet ropthin & toft'so Kono, 


Marcian with this ſhall rog Tacitus ? p + id] 
Hh TON. fp h 


Methinks wo Ghote i 
And thundriag amine appear before pF : 

They charge me as a Soldier to chaftiſt him, , 

To laſh him with ketn words from lazy Love, | 

And ſhew him how hey trod' the” paths of honour. © [ Exeunt. 


SCENE NH 


Theodoſius hing 0n a Conth, with two Boys i" like AD! 
Jnging to Lim a be Preps.” # 


SONG. I ton 


Happy Yay ” ab baypy day, 4 
That Cxſar s Beams x firſt ty 
So peaceful as the bappy da 
The God: themſehves did all rg dowy, 
The Royal Ihf-ant's Birth 10 Crown, ' 
So pleas 7 he Ny ſeatct 4id on the guilty frown, 


Happy 
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Happy day! ab baypy daft i 


And ob thrice happy baw,, | 
That made Take Goodne(s Maſter of ſuch Pow'r. 
For thus the Gods declare to Men | 
No day. like that ſhall ever come ogen. 


_ Enter Marcian with an Order. 

Theo. Ha! what raſh thing anc thou, who ſer'lt fa fmall 
A value on thy Life, thus to | Are Eo . 
Againſt the fatal Orders I-have given, 

Thus to entrench on Ce/ar's folicude, 
And urge me to thy ruiae?..... . - 

Marc.. Mighty Ceſar, 

I havetranſgreſt, and for my Pardon how : 
To thee, as to the Gads when I ofensd ; 


Of lov'd Germanjexs,thy is =; Z 
Like his, are ſolente< with Teach and Rfo6d. 


Theo. How, Marcian |. * 


Like Torrents, ſez no bound to:their mad. grief ;/ 


With Stones they daſh. the Windowsof gheir TEmpn, 


> 


O Rome ! Oh cangquer'd World, where is#hy Glory I 
Theo. I know thee-well, thy. Cuitom is thy Manners3 Th 
| F 2 on 
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Thou doſt upbraid m2 ;, but no more of this, - ' 
Not for thy Life——— J— iy. x 
Marc. What's Life without. my Honour ? + 
Could you transform, your ſelf into -a Gorgon, 
Or make that beardlefs Face like Fupiter's, 
I would be heard in ſpight of all your Thunder : 
O pow'r of Guilt, you car te ſtand; the Teſt .. 
Which Vertue brings; like Sores your Vices ſhake 
Before this Romwam healer :- But, by the'Gods, -.. 
Before I go F'll rip the Malady, 
And let the Venom flow before your Eyes. 
- This is a debt to the. great Theodofine, ' 
The Grand-father of your Hluftrious Blood ; 
And then farewell for ever. , ” 
Theo, Preſuminig Marcian / - Sar 
What canſt thou urge againſt my Innocence ? 
Through the whole Courſe of all my hartnleſs youth, 
Ev*n to this hour, cannot call to mind 
One wicked a& which” T have done-ro' ſhame nie. 
Marc. This may be true.: yet if you give the ſway 
To other Hands, and your poor'Subjeds ſuffer, 
Your negligence to them is as the Cauſe. 
O Theodoſius credit me, who know - = 
The World, and hear how- Soldiers cenſure Kings ; 
In after-times, if ems you fhould'go on,. © 
Your memory by Warriors will be fcorn'd, 
As much as Nero or _— loacth'd, __ ; 
They will deſpiſe your floth, and backward eaſe, 
More than they hate the others cruelty. 
And what a thing, ye Gods, 'is ſcorn or pity ? , 
Heap on me, Heay'n, the hate'of all Mankind; . 
Load me with Malice, Envy, Deteſtation : © - © 
Let me be horrid. to all apprehenſion, © -: 
And the World ſhun me, 1oT eſcape but ſcorn, 
Thee. Prithee, no more ! - 
Marc. Nay, when the Legions make Compariſons ; 
And fay, thus cruel Nerv once refoly'd © - | 
On Galba's Infurretion, for Revenge, ' 
To give all France as 'Plander to the Arms, 
'To Peiſon the whole Senate at a Feaſt; 
To burn the City, turn the wild Beaſts out ; ' 
Bears, Lions, Tygers, on the Mulcitude ; 
That ſo ebftruding thoſe that quench'd the Fire, 
He might at once deſtroy Rebellious Rome, | 
Theo. O cruelty?” why tell'ft thow me of this ? 
Am 1 of ſuch-a barb'tous bloody remper? 


Atarc, 
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Marc. Yet ſome will ſay, this ſhew'd he had a ſpirit, 

However fierce, avVenging, and pernicious, | 

That ſavour'd of a Romer; but for you, 

What can your partial Sycophants invent, 

To make you room among the Emperours ? 

Whoſe utmoſt is the ſmalleſt part of Nero; 

A> pretty Player, one that can a, a Heroe, . 

And never be one.  O ye immortal Gods, 

Is this the old Ceſarian Majeſty 2? 

Now, in the name of ouF great Romulas, 

Why ſing you not, and fiddle too as he did ? 

Why have you -not, like Nero, a Phenaſcm ? 

One to take care of your Cceleftial Voice ? 

Lie on your Back, my Lore, and on your Stomach 

Lay a thin Plate of Lead, abſtain from Fruits ; 

And when the buſineſs of the Stage is done, 

Retire witch your looſe Friends, to coſtly Banquets, 

While the lean Army groans upon the Ground: 

Theo. Leave me, I Jay; lelt I chaſtiſe thee ; 

Hence, be gone, I'fay —— | 
Marc. Not till you have heard me qut——— 

Build too, like him, a Palace lin'd wich Gold, 

As long and large as that to the Efquiline : 

Incloſe a Pool too in it, like the Sea, 

And at the Empire's coſt let Navies meet : 

Adorn your ftarry Chambers too wich Gems, 

Contrive the plated Ceilings'to: turn:round, 

With Pipes to caſt Ambroſian Oils upon you : 

Conſume with his prodigious Vanity, 


» * 


In meer Perfumes, and Odorous Diſtillations, 


Of Siſterces at once 400 Millions, 

Let naked Virgins wait-you-at' your. Table, 

And wanton Cupids dance. and' clap their Wings, 

No matter what becomes of the poor Soldier ; 

So they perform the Drudgery they are fit for 

Why let 'em ſtarve for want of- their Arrears, _ 

Drop as they go, and lie like Dogs in Ditches,.” 
Theo. Come, .you are a 'Traytour ! | 
Mare. Go too, you area Boy 

Or by the Gods ———:. ; 
Theo. If Arrogance; like this, 

And to the Emperour's Face, {bould 2ſcape unpuniſh'd, 

Fil wrice my ſelf a Coward ; die then, Villain, 

A Dcath too glorious for ſo bad a Man, 

By Tbeodofius's hand. . {-Marcian di{arms him, but & wounded. 
Marc, Now, Sir, where are you.? Wi. 

" ac 
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What, in the name of all our Rawan Spirits, 


Now charms my Hand from giving thee thy Fate ? 
Has he not cut me off from all ny honours ? 

Torn my Commilſlions, ſham'd me to the Earth, 
Baniſht the Court, a Vagabond for ever? 

Does not the Soldier hourly ask it from me ? 

Sigh their own wrongs, and beg me to revenge em 7 
What hinders now, but that 1 mount the Throne 2? 
And make to that this purple Youth my. Feotftodl 2 
The Armies court me, and my Country's Cauſe: 
The Injuries of Rome and Greece periwade me. 

Shew but this Roman Blood which he- has drawn, 
They'll make me Emperour whether I will or ao: 


Did not for leſs than thisthe lactec Brutws, + _ 


Becauſe he thought Rowe-wrong'd, in Perſan, head, 

Again(t his Friend, a black iacy? _ 

And ſtab the Majeſty of all the World ?. | 
Theo. A as you pleaſe, I am within your Power, 
Marc. Did not theformer Brut, for the Crime 

Of Sextzs, drive old Tarquin from his Kingdorn ? 

And ſhall this Prince too, by x ing others 

To a& their wicked Wills and Jawlefs Pleafures, 

Raviſh from the Empire its dear Health, 

Well-being, Happineſs, and ancient Glory, 

Go on in this diſhonoarable reſt ? 

Shall he, I ſay, dream-on, while che ftarv'd Trenps 

Lie cold and waking rhe Wincer Camp; 
ad like pin'd Birds, for want of ſuſtenance, 

Feed on the Haws and Berries of the Fields! 

O temper ! temper me ! ye gracious Gods ! 

Give to my Hand forbearance, :to.my bleart 

Irs conſtant Loyalty? Tawould but ſhake him, 

Rouze him a Utde'from' this.death of Honour, 

And ſhew him wharhe/fhould be. 

Theo. You accuſe.me, | 

As if I were ſome'Monfter, 'moſt anheard of; 

Firſt, as the Ruine of the , then 

Of caking your Commitſiion: 'But, by Heav'n, 

I ſwear, O Marcian ! "this I never did, 

Nor ere intended it : Nor fay I this - 

To alter thy ſtern uſage 3 for with :whac 


Thou haft faid, and done, and brought ro my remembrance, 


I grow already weary of my life. 


 - Marc. My Lord, I take your word :. you do notknow 
* The wounds which 'rage within your Country's Bowels : - 
., The horcid uſage of the ſuffring Soldiers. | 
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But why wilt not our Throdofims know, 

If you intruft the Gavernment to others 

That a& theſe Crimes ? Who-but your ſelf's to blame ? 
' Be witneſs, ye Gods! of my plain dealing, 

Of Marcian's honeſty, how-<e*er degraded : 

I thank you for my baniſhmene ! bart, alas ! 

My lofs is lietle to what ſoon will follow ; 

Rafe but on your ff and your own Joys: 

Let not this Lethargy for ever hold you! . 
'Twas rumour'd through the City that you lov'd : 
That your Eſpouſals ſhould be folemniz'd ; 

When on a ſudden here you ſend your Orders 
That this bright Favourite, the lov'd Exdofia, 

Should loſe her Head. 

Theo, O Heay'n, and Earth ! What fay'ſt thou,. 
That I have ſeal'd che-death of my Eude/ia ? 

Marc. *Tis your own Hand and Signet : Yet I ſwear, 
Tho? you have given to Female s your ſway, 
And therefore 1, as well as. the whole Army, 

For ever ought to Curſe alt Woman-kind ; 

Yet when the Virgin came, as ſhe was daom'd, 
And on the Scaffold, for that purpoſe rais'd, 
Without the Walls appear'd bzfore-the Army ! 

Theo. What, on a Scaffold ! ha, before the Army ! 
Marc. How quickly was the Tide of Fary curn'd ! 
To ſoft Compatlion and releming Tears : But when the Axe: 
Sever'd the brighteft Beauty of the Earth 

From that fair Body, had you heard the groan, + 

Which like a peal of diſtant Thunder, ran _ 

Through all the armed Hoſt, you would have thought, 

By the immediate Darkneſs that fell round us, 

Whole Natare was c6ncern'd at fach a ſuff*ring, 

And all the Gods were angry. 
Theo. © Pulcheris ! 

Cruel ambitious Sifter, this muſt be 

Thy doing. O ſupport nie, noble Marcian ! 

Now, now”s the time, if: thou dar'ft ftrike ; behold 

I offer thee my Breaſt, with my laft breath, 

Fit thank thee too, if now thou draw*ft my Blood. 

Were I to live, thy Counſel ſhould dire& me; 

Bur *tis too late | [ He ſwoons: 

Marc. He faints ! what, hoa there, Lucixs ! [ Enter Lucius. 
My Lord, the Emperour, Endofia. lives 3 
She's here, or will be in a minnte, moment, 
Quick as a thought ſhe calls you ro the Temple. 
O Lucius, help—— I have gone too far 3: but ee, 


He: 


44 THEODOSIUS: 0r, 


He breathes again— Eudeſis has awak'd hin. 

Theo, Did you not name Eudeſia ? 

Marc. Yes, ſhe lives 3 | 
I did but feign the ſtory of her Death, 
To find how near you plac'd her co your Heart : 
And may the Gods rain all their Plagues upon me, 
If ever I rebuke you thus again : | | 
Yet *ctis moſt certain, that you ſign'd her Death, 
Not knowing what the wile Pulcheria offer'd, 
Who left it in my Hand to ſtartle you: 
But by my Life and Fame, 1 did not think 
It would have toucht your Life. O pardon me, 


Dear Prince, my Lord, my Emp'rour !. Royal Maſter ! * 


Droop not becauſe I atter'd ſome raſh -words, 
And was a mad Man=— by th immortal Gods! 
I love you as my Soul : what-&er I ſaid, 

My thoughts were otherwiſe; betieve theſe Tears 
Which do not uſe to flow ; all ſhall be well : 

] ſwear that there are Seeds in that fweer Temper, 
To atone for all the Crimes inthis bad Age. 

Theo, I thank thee firſt for my Eudya's Life. 
What, but my Love, could have call'd back that Life 
Which thou haſt made me hate ? 'And oh, methought 
'Twas hard, dear Marcian, very hard from thee, 
From him 1 ever reverenc'd as-my-Father, _ - 

To hear fo harſh a Meſſage—— but no more: _ 

We are Friends : Thy hand; Nay, if thou wile not riſc, 
And let me fold my Arms about thy Neck, 

Pl! not believe thy Love! In this forgive me. 

Firſt let me wed Exdoſia, and we'll out ; 

We will, my General, and make amends 

For all that's paſt : Glory and Arms ye call, 

And Marcian leads me on 

Marc; Let her not reſt then, 

Eſpouſe her ſtraight ; I'll ſtrike you at a heat; 
May this great humour get large growth within you, 
And be encourag'd by the emboldning Gods : 
O what a ſight will. this be tothe Soldier, _ 

To ſee me bring you dreft in ſhining Armour, 
To head the ſhouting Squadrons—— O ye Gods! 
Methinks I hear the echoing Crics of Joy 3 

The ſound of Trumpets,- and the beat of Drums. 
I ſee each ſtarving Soldier bound from Earth, 
As if fome God by Miracle had rais'd him, 

And with beholding you grow fat again - 
Nothing but gazing Eyes, and opening Mouths ; 


Checks 


0 Dee Pet. 1 '45 
Cheeks red with Joy,and 4bant- you: 7 


Some wiping the gla@-Tears thattzickle' down 2 11 | 124 [iT 
With broken Is, and with; (Rapture, //] | 
Crying to Arms : Hg, comol.ou-Emprour's comie 
To win the World;.. Why;is. = this far better 
Ems — in a La and lleeping 


"PF LIE ſhall bo PRRNIrY' 
| Toy for 157 Eadgig hs noma 44: 
| OW -_ aid phy 64 


| Marcian-/.oh wr ny all: 
Thou ef of of Pricndg, moſt fainhful Counſeller; | 

Fil find; & naagch for thee jtoo erg T refl.,. 

To make thee love me. Forrwhea thati.ate with; me, x 
I'm ſtrong and well ; but when thou art gone, I am nothing. 


Eats "Netingis," meeting "Theodotiu 1s. 
Theo, Alas! Eudofis, tel me. whatico ſay; > .. 
For my full Heart can-ſcarce bring forth a word, 
Of that whigh, iLhavedworit to feeiperforntd. .. Wer 
Athen. I am perfealy obedient wo.your: pleaſurt.. 
Theo. Well, ther d-cotaid to; rt uno ea $4 
Of all mankihdas T2 
T love him, dear 
That Love on trial; all : my Bo 
Ev'n thee, | Fo ablectting Way = L0IO) 32cl3. 1 
( As Heav'n alone Gantell how: farmumy Face i 
Is off ! ) Othou my Gouls moſt tenderrJoy;”"! iy 2 
- Wath my laſt brodthy-Lamoald bequeath him chan: ! 
png Then y6u are gieat'd; my nor Shak wn me to > him. 
Theo. No, my Eudoſis 3 no; I-will-not thee, v 731 
While I have life ;, . for: Werzlds ] will ner "thee: - 
Yet, thus far I amzengagld ta detitheerk Wy at; 
He loves thee, Athenas, more thamrevers \- >, 117 ; 
He languithes, defpairs;-and. dies like me;'1: 4 
And I have paſt my-watd that he ſhall ſee: thee.” 
Ather;\&b, Sir,*what have you done againſt your ſet, 
. And me? Why have you paſt your fatal-word 2 .- . -, 
Why, will you eruſt-me,; who ;grm- now afraid: - ; 
'To cruſt my ſelf ? Wiky:tlo' you leave: me naked -- 
To' an. alfaplt,cowbo had made oak. my. __ | 
Wich- this ſure guard, never to Iedim 730: Sit 
For,. oh wich trembling Epeak it = wg MN 
1 cannot ſee a Prince; whom: once i 1ov'd,-: 
' Bath'd in his grief, and -gaiping1ar \my-Feet,-'» * 
.2 all the violeng,trances/ of:deſpairy -177 -/ +, | 
Vichoue a ſorrow, that perhaps } way end. me. 


. Thes. 


- In that nice Court; how no raſh word 


Be wicneſles eo this unnatural 
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Theo. Oweſtverer Powlrs?' tooicrucl Face! - 
Did ever Lovemead ſuch exmztbeforc?' © 5G orcs 
Yet, Atbenas, ſtill barg&thy'Verus;'' to fo dot rs 
But if chy*bleeding Heart |cannoe refrain,”  e1A'n? aaigigh 
Give, give thy ſelf away yer fill remember, | TORT 
That moment Thodges is NOtnore—— - 

k x.” Tied. with Ati. Pte Tuons 

er th6n' dUſt 4 
In Woman's Mind, aflift-me= Oh ty Heart,” St 267] h 
Why doſt thou'throb, - as if ithiow wart a denking WO . 
—_— down, " fay, think ouny "ns, 

y wrongs! thy. Wroggsy." 5 ure 
And all qurparony any: Boſom now TI wy 4 ct er 


Cc DONT flo W3 L:16 1 


PT EAY Now leon }- now ls 


Enter Vecape, leaning on pri 


H34! is this he ! or. ist Farms Ghoſt 2+ 
He looks as if hehad beſpoke his Graxes': 
'Trembling and patle;- I:muftnor dared: vow hlins.- 
For oh I. teel his melancholy here; \i-; z 
And _ re ſoon parrake'his ficknes 'Y 

Vars.. Thus to Got oienling Mortal 
Made ſenfible by ſome 
How all their Crimes are web wer pay, in Heav'n, 


But ev'n extravagant 'thoughes are: all fee down © 
Thus the poor Penjtdnts' wich fear fn, 
The reverend Shrines; and: ehue for mercy bow, 71 | Aieels.. 
Thas melcing coo, chey awiath-thÞ haſlowed. Earth, 
And groan to. be 7,04 : 
Q@ Empreſs! Orbis! ſuch you are mow, ſ elit? 
Theſe k are your Tieles, :and I muft nor-dare. F 45 aud 
Ever to.call you Athenaw'more.. 1: - 

Athen, Rite, riſe, my Lord, kev undinteoac you eifs;. 
T:wil! not b__ youin that humble poſture: 
Riſe or I muſt withdraw-— The orld-would bluſh. 
For you and me, fhould itbehold-a Prince, 
Sprung from-immortal Cynon his/Knoes- > / (its 
Before the Daiigheer af: a 'poor Philoſopher. 

Var. *Tis jott, you righteous Gods! 'my doom. is jul } 
Nor'will I ſtrive. to deprecate her anger. 
If poſfble Il aggravate my Crimes, © £17914 
That ſhe may rage til ſhe has broke my heart: 
For all I now delire, and lercha Gods, 


Thoſe cruel Gods that joyn'to nn” 
Ww 


i 


- Ya V Led. 
> Px 


Is then the Nature of my: fault fo 
That when I come to take tny 
Which the Rieu of gee cat, 
air 

Would ne'er have: | 

O, for the ſake of hitn, whord/ you a/ere-tong | 
Shall hold as fat 5 now your-wh wiſhes form him, 
Give me a 


leave, 
isſcoor 


To hear you is the —_— 
And for that Cauſe-l igeny/oner 


Vars. The 
I thank you AR Joker 
y Cond ts on- any 


, the 


And for that Cauſe ſhe 
You conde hear mew—-— 


Know then, Exdofie. Ah, ratherterme call thee 
By the lov'd name-of -#thenas: itil; 
That name that T 6 often have invok'd 


And which was once a 
one $5 R00g, 
barden, 


So oft at Midnight ſigh 


The Rivers murmur and the Echo's 
Which auidr ur play Pony (nt did bear! G6 


n ever; * 


By that dear Name, I aiake this 
By all that's good on Earth, or 
_ I ſwearll love theemoute, eihery a 
With conſcious. Bluſhes too-! Here, 
| Help meto tell her, tho” to my 
And everlaſting Shanies- yer I muſt 
I lay the Perfien Crowil before lier-Fe 
Athen. My Lord, I thank 0m; 4 40d to expubtt thanks, 
— nobly as you oy TOE - ad | 
gift you make; nor wi a u — 
With the Example of the Enip'teury - = you 
Not but I know 'tis that that drews'y 
Thus to deſcend beneweh your Majeſty: 
And ſwell the Daughter 6 a your OY 


Wen nugen of being greax. !! '-- .5- 30 


G 2 - Vars, 


þ ms, Gods, 


# 


wh. . 
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; Worth the Regard of Emperonesthemlclves; ©: 02 £ nodu 5 
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Para. Ah, Madam ;.ahi you wrongume; bydhs Gods! [is os 27 


T had repented ere} knew the-Emiprourbrwens 27 ©... _ 

Athen. You find, perbaps; ton. lae:Gar: thous) - lads 2:nifzob 4 
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Like wilded Travellers without a Guide, 
Eternal Rovers in the gloomy Maze, 
Where ſcarce the Twi-light of an Infant Moon, 
By a faint glimmer checkering through che Trees, 
Reflets to diſmal view the walking Ghoſts, 
And never hope to reach the bleſſed Fields ? 

Paulch. No more of that, Attiews ſhall reſolve thee ; 
But ſee, he waits thee from the Emperour ; 
Thy Father too attends. 


Enter Leontine, Atticus, &c. 


Leont. Come, Athenas ! Ha, what now in Tears ? 
O fall of Honour, but no more I charge thee, 
I charge thee, as thou ever hop'{t my Blefling, 
Or fear'ſt my Curſe, to banith from thy Soul 
All Thoughts, if poflible, the memory 
Ot that ungrateful Prince that has undone thee. 
Attend me to the Temple on this inſtant, 
To make the Emperour thine, his Night to wed him, 
And lie within his Arms. 
Athen. Yes, Sir, I'll go 
Let me but dry my Eyes, and I will go, 
Eudoſia, this unhappy Bride ſhall go, 
Thus like a Victim crown'd and doom'd to bleed, 
Pll wait you to the Altar, wed the Emperour, 
And if he pleaſes, lie within his Arms. 
Leont. Thou are my Child agen. 
Athen. Bur do not, Sir, tmagine that any Charms, 
Or Threatnings ſhall compel me 
Never to think of poor Varanes more : 
No, my Varanes : No ——— 
While I have breath, I will remember thee : 
To thee alone, I will my Thoughts confine, 
And all my Meditations ſhall be thine : 
The Image of thy Woes my Soul ſhall fill, 
Fate and my End, and thy Remembrance ſtill, 
As in ſome Poplar ſhade che Nightingale, 
With piercing moans docs her loſt young bewail, 
Which the rough Hind, obſerving as they lay 
Warm in their Downy Neſt, had ſtoln away, 
But ſhe in mournful Sounds does {till complain, ; 


Sings all the Night, tho” all her. Songs are vain, 

And ſtill renews her miſerable ftrain: 

So my Paranes, till my death comes on, 

Shall ſad Exdgie thy dear loſs bemoan. { Ex. Achenais, Atticu;, 
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SCENE IL 


Enter Varanes. 


Vara. *Tis Night, dead Night, and weary Nature lies 
So faſt, as if ſhe never were to riſe : 
No breath of Wind now whiſpers through the Trees ; 
No noiſe at Land, nor murmur in the Seas ; 
Lean Wolves forget to howl at Night's pale Noon ; 
No wakeful Dogs bark at the filent Moon : 
Nor *bay the Ghoſts that glide with horror by, 
To view the Caverns where their Bodies lie, 
The Ravens perch, and no prefages give ; 
Nor to the Windows of the dying cleave. 
The Owls forget to ſcream, no midnight found 
Calls drowſie echo from the hollow ground ; 
in Vaults the walking Fires extinguiſhe lie; 
The Stars, Heav'n's Centry, wink and ſeem to die. 
Such univerſal ſilence ſpreads below, 
Through the vaſt Shades where I am doom'd to go ; 
Nor ſhall I need a Violence to wound : 
The Storm is here that drives me on the Ground, 
Sure means to make the Soul and:Body part, 
A burning Fever, and a broken Heart. 
What, hoa, Aranthes ! [ Enter Aranthes. 
I ſent thee to the Apartment of 
Athenais ! I ſent thee, did I not, to be admitted ? 
Aran. You did, my Lord ; but oh 
I fear to give you an account. 
Vara. Alas! 
Aranthes, I am got on the other fide 
Of this bad World ; and nowam paſt all fear. 
O ye avenging Gods, is there a plague 
Among your hoarded Bolts and heaps of Vengeance 
Beyond the mighty lofs of Arhenau, | 
*'Tis contradiction, ſpeak, then ſpeak, Arantbes. 
For all misfortunes, if compar'd with that, 
Will make Varanes {mile _ 
Aranth, My Lord, the Empreſs, | 
Crown'd and adorn'd with the Imperial Robes, 
At this dead time of Night wich filent pomp, 
As they deſign'd from all to keep it fecret, 
But chiefly ſure from you; I fay the Empreſs 
Is now conducted by the General. 
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Atticus and her Father, to the Temple, 
There to eſpouſe th* Emperor, Theods/ine. 
Vars. Say*(t thou ? ist certain ! hah, 
Arant. Moſt certain, Sir, I ſaw *em in proceſlion. 
Vara. Give me thy Sword, malicious Fate ! O Fortune ! 
O giddy Chance! O turn of Love and Greatneſs! 
Marry'd ! ſhe has kept her Promiſe now indeed ; 
And oh her pointed Fame, and nice Revenge, 
Have reacht their end. No Aranthes ! no! 
I will not ſtay the lazy execution 
Of a ſlow Fever ; Give me thy Hand, and fivear 
By all the Love and Duty that thou ow'ft me, 
To obſerve the laft Commands that I ſhall give thee; - 
Stir not againſt my purpoſe, as thou fear'ſt 
My anger and diſdain ; Nor dare to oppoſe me 
With troubleſome unnecellary formal Reaſons ; 
For what my Thought has doom'd, my Hand ſhall ſeal. 
I charge thee hold it ſtediaſt ro my Heart, 
Fixt as the Fate that throws me on the point. 
Tho? I have livd a Perfian, I will fall 
As fair, as fearleſs, and as full refoly'd 
As any Greek or- Roman of 'em all. 
Arant. What you command:-is terrible but ſacred, 
And to atone for this'too' cruel Duty, 
My Lord, I'll follow you — 
Vara. I charge thee not ! 
But when I am dead take the attending Slaves, 
And bear me, with my Blood diſtilling down, 
Straight to the Temple ; by me; O Arambes! 
Lay my cold Coarſe at - #btmmas's' Feet, 
And fay, O why, why, do my Eyes ran o'er ! 
Say with-my lateſt gaſp T groan'd for Pardon. 
Juſt here my Friend, hold faſt, and fix the Sword 4 
I feel the Artery,-where the Life-Blood lies ; 
It heaves againit the Point—— Now, O ye Gods, 
If for the greatly wreectied you have Room, 
Prepare my place, for dauntleſs I come ! 
The force of Love thus makes the Mortal Wound, 
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And Athenais ſends'me to the Ground. [ Kills himſelf. 
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SCENE III. 7he outward part of the Temple. 


Enter Pulcheria and Julia at one Door, Marcian and Lucius: 
at another. 


Pulch. Look Julia, ſee the penſive Marcian comes.; 
'Tis to my wiſh, I muſt no longer loſe him, 
Leſt he ſhould leave the Court indeed : he looks 
As if ſome mighty ſecret work'd within him, 
And labour'd for a vent; inſpire me Woman, - 
That what my Soul defires above. the World, 
May ſeem- impos'd and forc'd on; my AﬀeRions—— 
Luc. 1 ſay ſhe loves you, and ſhe ſtays. to hear it 
From your own Mouth: - Now, in the name of all 
The Gods at once, my, Lord, why are you ſilent ? 
Take heed, Sir, mark, your opportunity; 
For if the Woman lays it in your way, 
And you over-ſee it, ſhe is loſt. for ever. 
Marc. Madam, I come to take my eternal leave, 
Your doom has baniſhe me, and F obey : 
The Court and I ſhake Hands, and' now. we part, 
Never to fee 'each other more ; the Court, , - 
Where I was born, and bred, a Gentleman ; 
No more, till your Illuſtrious Bounty -rais'd me, 
And drew the Earth-born Vapour to'the Clouds ;- 
But, as the Gods oxdain'd it, I haye loſt 
I know not how, thequgh ignorance, your Grace : . 
And now the Exhalation. of -my glory. -  -;* 
Is quite conſum'd and vaniſht, into Air. bY . 
Pulch. Proceed, Sir 


Marc. Yet let thoſe Gods that doom'd me to diſpleaſe.you,. 
' Be Witneſſes how much I honour you——— 


Thus, worſhipping, I ſwear by your bright ſelf, 

L leave this Infamous Court, with. more:contenty 
Than Fools and Flattesers. ſeek it.,.; But; oh Heaven! . 
I cannot go if ſtill your hate'purſues. me ;, ho 
Yes, I dectare.it'is impofſhible, .. 

To go to Banifhment without ;your Pardon. | 

Pulch. You have it, Marcian 3 is there ought beſide, 
That you would ſpeak, for I am free to hear ? 

Marc. Since I ſhall never ſee you more, what hinders. 
But my laſt words ſhould here proteſt the [Truth ? 
Know then, Imperial Princeſs, matchleſs Woman, 
Since fictt you caſt your Eyes:upon my meannefs, 
Ev'n till you rais'd me to my envy height, 
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I have in ſecret lav'd you 
Pulch. Is this Marcian ? 
Marc. You frown ! but F am ſtill prepar'd for all ; 
I fay I lov'd you, and I love you ſtill, 
More than my Life, and equal to my Glory ; 
Methinks the warring Spirit: that inſpires 
This Frame, the very Genius of old Rome ! 
That makes me talk without the Fear of Death, 
And drives my daring Soul to a&ts of Honour. 
Flames in your Eyes! our Thoughts too are. a-kin, 
Ambitious, fierce, arid burn: alike for glory : 
Now, by the Gods, Hlov'd_ you in your Fury, 
In all the Thunder that quite riv'd my hopes, 
I lov'd you moſt, ev'n- when'yvou did deſtroy me. 
Madam, I've ſpoke my heart, arid cou'd ſay more, 
But that I ſee ic grieves you, your high Blood 
Frets at the Arrogance atid fJawcy Pride *) - 
Of this bold Vagabond : may the Gods forgive me : 
Farewell ; a-worthier General may ſucceed me ; 
But none more faithful to.the Emperaur's Intereſt, 
Than him you are pleas'd to call the Traytor, Marcian. 
Pulch. Come back, you. haye ſubtilly play'd your part indeed ; 
For firſt, th? Emiperour,' whom. you lately ſchookd; 
Reſtores you your Compmillion'; next commands. you, 
As you're a Subje& not to leave.'\the Courr. - 
Next, but oh Heav'n !; which way ſhall I expreſs 
His cruel Pleaſure, he-that.is ſo. mild. 
In all things elſe, yet obſtinate in this, 
Spite of my. Feaxsy my Bigth; and my. Diſdain, 
Commands me, as I dread his high Difpleaſure, 
O Marcvas! coi receive youas my Husband. 
Merc. Ha, Lucius ! what, [what does my. Fate intend 2? 
Lac: Pyrſue. ther, Sir, *tis as I faid, ſhe yields, 
And rages that you follow her no faſter ! 
Pulch. Is then at ]aſt nay -great Authority,. 
And my intruſted Paw'r, decliyd to this? 
Yet oh my Fate;-what way. can. I avoid it-! 
He charg'd me ſtreight to wait him. co the Temple ;. 
And there reſolve ! O Aarcien !{ on this Marriage. 
Now generous Soldier, as you're truly noble ; 
O help me forth, loſt in this Labyriathz _ 
Help me to/looke this mote thaty, 'Gerdzer Knot; 
And make me'and.yaour ſelf for ever happy. 
Marc. Madam, I'll ſpzak as briefly as I can, 
And as a Soldier ought, che only way 
To help this Knot is yet to tye it faſter, 
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Since. then the Emperor has refoly'd you mine, 
For which I will for ever thank the Gods, 
And make this Holy-day throughout my life, 
I take him at his word, and claim his promile ; 
The Empire of thz World ſhall not redeem you. 
Nay, weep not, Madam, though my ouc-ſide's rough, 
Yet, by thoſe Ey 25, your Soldier has a Heare 
Compaſllionare and render as a Virgins, 
Ev'n now it bleeds to tee thole falling ſorrows, 
Perhaps this Grief may move the Emperour 
To a Repentance ! Come then to 'the Trial ; 
For by my Arms, my Lite, and dearet Honour, 
If you go back when given me by his Hand, 

In diſtant Wars my Fare I will deplore, 

And Marciar's Name ſhall ne'er be heard of more. [ Exeunt. 


SCENE, he Tonple 


Theodoſius, Athenaks Atticus: "in their eg Wes Marcles, 
Pulcheria, Lucins, Julia, 'Delia, &e. Leontine. 


Atric. The more than Gordian haves of d, 
Which Death's ſtrong Arm ſhall ne er doide ; 200 
For when t0'bliſs ye wafted: ave; 07 1 ent 
Your Spirits ſhall be weidde# there. i! Ce & SYEON 2s 
Waters are loft; and Firer will die ; ©: » 
But Love alone can Fate a.” 


Enter Aranthes with the Body f") Varantes,. ! 10 9? 
Arant. Where is the Ernpreſs? where ſhall If Endria? 
By Fate I am fent to veH thar cruel Beaur 
She has robb'd che World of Fame ; (her Byesh have giv n 
A blaſt ro the big Bloſſom of the War; ; 
Behold him there nipt m his Flowry Morn, . 7 
Compell'd to break his'/promiſe of 'a Day/3 (7 tw pon 1B 7 
A Day that Conqueſt would have made:her boaſt; : 11 1. +; 
Bchold her Lawrel wither 'to-che Root, Porn boo 6s 
Canker'd and killd by Athenes' ſcorn. | 
Athen, Dead ! dead, Yaranes ! 
Theo. O ye Eternal Pow CS 
That guide the World !-why 4s! you ſhock-our Reaſon, - 
With acts like theſe that lay our Thoughts in duſt #: - - | 
Forgive me Heav'n this ſtart; or elevate 7 
Imagination more, and make it nothing. 
Alas! alas, Varanes! But ſpeak, Aranthes, 


The 


. 
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The Force of Love. 


The manner of his Fate: Groans choke my words ; 

But ſpeak, and we will anfwer thee wich Tears. 
Arant, His Fever would, no doabr, by this have done 

What ſome few minutes paſt his $ performed, 

He heard from me your- pfogrels to the Temple, 

How you defign'd at midnight to decrive him, 

By a Clandeſtine Marriage : But, my Lord, 

Had you beheld his Racks at my Relation ; 

Or had your Emprefs teen him in'thofe Torments, , 

When from his dying Eyes, fwoln -ro-the brim, 

The big round drops rowId'down his manly Face; 

When from his hallowed Breaft a murmuring Croud 

Of groans ruſh'd forth, and echo'd, All is well: 

Then had you feen him ! O ye cruel Gods! 

Ruſh on the Sword I held againſt his Breaſt, 

And dye it to the Hilts, with theſe aft words—— 

Bear me to Athenas ; 
Athen. Give me way, my Lord, 

I have moſt ſtrialy kept my promiſe with you, 

I am your Bride, and you can ask no more, 

Or if you did, I am paſt the power to give: 

But here ! oh here ! on his cold bloody Breaſt, 

Thus let me breath my- laft. 
Theo. O Empreſs, what, what- can this tranfport mean ? 

Are theſe our Nuptials ! theſe my promis'd Joys? 
Athen. Forgive me, Sir, this laſt reſpe& 1 pay 

Theſe fad remains— And oh thou mighty Spiric, 

If yet thou art not mingled with the Stars, 

Look down and hear the wretched A4thenas, 

When thou ſhalt know, before I gave confent 

To this indecent Marriage, I had taken 

Into my Veins a cold and deadly draught, 

Which foon would render me, alas, unfit 

For the warm Joys of an Imperial Lover, 

And make me ever thine! yet keep my word 

With Theodoſims : Wilt thou not forgive me ? 
Theo. Poilor'd to free thee from the Emperor |! 

Oh, Athenax ! thou haſt done a deed 

That tears my Heart ! what, have I done againſt thee, 

» That thou ſhou'dſt brand me thus with Infamy 

And everlaſting ſhame! Thou mighr'ſt have made 

Thy choice without this cruel a& of Death, 

I left thee to thy will 3 and in requital 

Thou haſt murder'd all my Fame 
Athen. O pardon me ! 

I lay my dying Body at your Feet, 


39 


And 


bo THEODOSIUS: Or, 


And beg, my Lord, with my laſt ſighs intreat you 
To impute the faulc, if *cis a fault, to love ; ' 
And the ingratitude of Athenas, 
To her too crhel Stars: Remember; too, 
I begg'd you would not let me ſee the Prince, 
Preſaging what has happend ; yet-my word, 
As to our Nuptials was inviolable. 
Theo. Ha ! ſhe is going | ſee her languiſhing Eyes 
Draw in their Beams, the fleep of Death is on her. 
Athen, Farewell, my Lord ; alas! alas; Varanes, 
To embrace thee now is not immodeſty ; 
Or if it were, I think my bleeding Hearr, 
Would make me criminal in Death to claſp thee, 
Break all the tender niceties of Honour, 
To fold thee thus, and warm thee into Life, 
For oh what Man, like him, cou'd Woman moye ! 
O Prince belov'd ! O Spirit moſt Divine! , 
.Thus by my Death, I give thee alt my Love, 


And ſeal my Soul and Body ever thine—— ["Dies. 


Theo. O Marcian ! O Pulcheria ! did not the Pow*r 
Whom we adore plant all his Thunder-bolts 
Againſt Self-murderers,, I would periſh too: 
But as I am I ſwear to leave the Empire: . 
To thee, my Siſter, I bequeath the'World.; 
And yet a gift more great, the gallant Aarciay ! 
On then, my Friend, now ſhew thy Roman Spirit : 
As to her Sex, fair Athenaw.was, '. - ag PET? 
Be thou to thine a Pattern of true Honour,.,, -.. 
Thus we'll atone for. all che. preſent Crimes, - 
That yet it may be ſaid in after-times,: - ., . 

No Age with ſuch Examples cou'd compare, 

So Great, ſo Good, fo Vertuouns, and fo Fair ! 

.- CAO? [ Ex. Ones. 


FINIS. 
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PROLOGUE. 


[7 eng pry ond fied at Ia with Re, 
in fed mood rebukes the Ape. 
What loads of Fame do modern Hero's bear, 


V For an ingloriows, long, and lazy War ? 


Who for ſome Skirmiſh, or a ſafe: Retreat, 
(Not to be dragg'd to Battel ) are calld Great. 
| But ob, what do ambitions. States-men gain, 
Who into private Cheſts whole. Nations drain ? 
' What ſumms of Gold they board, «s daily known, 
To all Mens coſt, and ſometimes to their own. 
Tour Lawyer too, that like an O Yes bauls, 
That drowns the Market- Higher i the Stalls, 
That ſeems begot, concety' 4, and.horn in brawls 1 
Tet thrives : He and bus Crowd get what they pleaſe, f 


Swarming all Term*time thro' the Strand like Bees, 
They buz, at Weltminſter, and ye for Fees. 
The Godly too their ways of getting have ; 
But none ſo much as your Phanatick Knave : 
Wiſely the weplthieſt Livings they refuſe, 
Who by the fatteſt Biſhopricks wou'd loſe ; 
Who with ſhort Hair, large Ears, and ſmall blue Band, 
True Rogues, their own, not God's Ele&, command. 
Let Pigs then be propbane ; but Brath's allow'd, 
Poſſets and Chriſtian Caudles may be good, 
Meet helps to re-inforce a Brother”s Bleed : 
Therefore each Female Saint be does adviſe, 
With groans, und bums, and ha's, and goglng Eyer, 
To rub him down, and make the Spirit viſe. 
While with bu Zeal tranſported from the Greund 
He mounts, and [anfifies the Siſters round. 
On Poets only no kind Star &er [mild ; 
Curſt Fate has damw'd "em every Mothers Child : 
Therefore he warns bus Brothers of the Stage, 
To write no more to an ungrateful Ape. 
Think what penurious Maſters you have ſerv'd 
Taſlo ran mad, and noble Spencer ftary'd : 
Turn then, who ere thou art that canſt write well, 
Thy Ink to Gaul, and in Lampoons exce|. 
Forſwear all honeſty, traduce the Great, 
Grow impudent, and rail againſt the State ; 
Burſting with ſpleen, abroad thy Paſquils ſend, 
And chuſe ſome Libel-ſpreader for thy Friend : 
The Wit and Want of Timon point thy Mind, 
And for thy Satyr-ſubjef chuſe Mankind. 

X* 


Epi- 


Epilogue... 


Hrice happy they that never writ before ; 

Hew pleas'd and bold they quit the ſafer ſhoax :- 
Like- ſome new Captain of the City Baxd;, 
That with big looks in Finsbury Command, 
Swil'd with buge Ale, bt cries, Beat, beat a Drum, 
Pex 0& the French Kg, udrbud let bim come : 

Giue me ten thouſand"red Coats, and alloo, 

Well firk By Crequi «nd bs Conde too, 

Thus the young Seribblers, Mankind: ſenſe diſdain ; 

For ignorance u ſure to-makt "tm vain 

But far from Vanity, or dang*row Pride, © 

Iur cautions Poet: courts you to his fide : 

For why ſhould you be ſcorn'd, to whom are duc, 

All the good Days that ever Authors knew. 

If ever gay, tw you that make 'em fine ; e 


The Pit and Boxes make the Puet dime, 
And be ſcarce drinks but of the Critick; Wine. 
Old Writers ſhould not for vain-glory fre, 
But, like old Miſtreſſes, think how to thrive, 
Be fond of ew'ry thing their Keepers ſay, 
At leaft till they can live without a Play. 
Like one that knows the Trade, and has been bit, 
She doats and fawns upon ber wealthy Cit, c 
And (wears ſhe loves. bim meerly for bus IWit. 
' Another, more untaupht than a Walloon, 
Antick and ugly, 5 an old Baboon, . | 
Sbe ſwears uw an accompliſht Beau-garfon, 
Turns with all winds, and ſails with all defires ; 
All Hearts in City, Town, and Court, ſhe fires, 
Y.ung callow Lords,lean Knights, and dir ling Squires. 
She in reſiſtleſs flattery finds. ber ends, 
Gives thanks for Fools, and makes ye all her Friends 1 
So ſhould wiſe Poets ſooth an awkard Age, 
For they are Proftitutes upon the Stage : 
To ftand on points were fooliſh and ill-bred, 
As for a Lady to be nice in Bed : 
Your Wills alone muſt their performance meaſure, 
And you may turn 'em every way for Pleaſure. 


